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POEMS. 


A 


Ler who will foar on Theban wing, 
Awake who dare the Chian ſtring, 
With unremitting midnight toll 
Conſume their prime, and waſte their oil; 
To purchaſe, of the phantom Fame, 
The dull reverſion of a name: 

A gilded vapour! wreath'of ſmoke! 

As ſoon as rais'd, a bubble, broke! 

The chaſe no longer III purſue, - 

No longer hold the ſhade in view; 

See, reaſon warns me of the cheat, 

See, health invites me to retreat, 


— 
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And mourns the years we ſteal from joy 
On this deceiver to employ ; 

Whilſt caution ſhews me through her glaſs 
The critic zodiac I muſt pals, 

What I muſt unreſented feel 

From this bull-head, that aſs's heel; 
At ev'ry ſtep, what cauſe to fear 

The paw of ſome ill-manner'd bear; 
The ſcorpion ſting of 's muſe, 
That monthly hydra, the Reviews; 
And each ephemera of the day, 

That buzzes, ſtings, and dies away, | 


Adieu then fame's delufive train, 
The fairy coinage of the brain! 
Ye viſions which the boſom warm, 
When Phcebus gives the firſt alarm, 
And, pointing to th' Aonian height, 
Bids young ambition dare the flight. 
Aloof from cenſure's dreaded ſtand, 
Where her rapacious critic band 
Throng to devour their harpy meal, 
Too mean for notice let me ſteal, 
To offer at that humble ſhrine, 
Where oftentimes the ſacred Nine 


In ſweet ſimplicity deſcend, 
To ſooth the lover or the friend ; 
With pious grief to melt the eye, 
Or eaſe the boſom of a ſigh, 


What though no laurels ſhade the ground, 
Yet there the faireſt low'rs abound ; 
The leiſure care of every muſe, 
And fed with Helicon's choice dews : 
Such once th' enamour'd Graces wove, 
For the ſoft bard of Leaſowes' grove; . 
Such they to Hagley's mourner gave, 
To ſcatter o'er his Lucy's grave. 
There let me loſe life's calmer hours, 

| Careleſs reclin'd among thoſe flowers, 
Which I may bathe with many a tear, 
To deck my friend's untimely bier; 

Or cull in all their warmeſt glow, 
To form a wreath for Celia's brow. 
If grave or gay the ſong, be mine 
Still round my lyre ſuch braids to twine ; 
And then, unenvied, take who may 
The boaſted honours of the bay. 


10 


4 LADY, 


ON HER 


SON'S RECOVERY FROM 


INOCULATION, 


Escar'p the ravage of the fierceſt fiend 
Pandora's box let looſe upon mankind, 

Now, more your own, you claſp your lovely boy, 
His roſes freſhen'd by your tears of joy ; 

Whilſt each bright drop that fills thoſe lovely eyes, 
Lifted in grateful rapture to the ſkies, 

More pious eloquence than ſpeech ſupplies. 

Like ſome glad mariner, the tempeſt o'er, 

And ſafely landed on the wiſh'd-for ſhore, 
Fearleſs look round, and from this point ſurvey, 
In retroſpe& ſecure, the travell'd way; 

Where dangers into pigmies ſhrink, gone by, 
Which ſeem'd, advancing, giants to the eye. 


POEMS 5 


Here, as on either fide, your fight is caſt, 

And draws the flatt'ring future from the paſt, 
In all the richeſt glow of colouring dreſt, 
Which fond parental fancy can ſuggeſt; 

Oh! may no ſudden, unſuſpected ſtorm 
Invidious riſe, the proſpect to deform, 

And chill this ecſtaſy of joy, to ſee 

Your cherub's face from ev'ry blemiſh free. 

Yet fair as 'tis, a nobler part remains, 

Your care demanding to preſerve from ſtains; 
Then, ere the tainted world's contagion ſeize, 
And blot it with incurable diſeaſe, 

Prepar'd by nurture of the pureſt kind, 

With like ſucceſs inoculate his mind ; 

Till there, to charm you, ev'ry hour break forth 
The mother's ſweetneſs, and the father's worth ; 
Till all within be ſpotleſs as his face, 

And manly virtue rival manly grace, 


The face, on man tho' Heay'n beſtow'd- the pow'r 
To fave it from an undiſtinguiſh'd ſore, 
Is hourly ſubje& to a thouſand harms, 
Each blaſt that chills, and ev'ry beam that warms; 
And what is outward beauty, if poſſeſt? 
Too oft a fatal preſent at the beſt ; 


POEMS. 


A flow'r, which in the morning bloſſoms gay, 
But blooms and fades, the creature of a day ! 
But tis the cultur'd mind alone beſtows 
Perennial beauty, the unfading roſe, 


POEMS. 7 


TO CELTA, 


HER BIRTH-DAY. 


Jure ſolennis mihi ; ſanfiorque 


Cer1a, what's life ? a race that we muſt run, 
Twixt birth's ſhrill wailing, and departure's groan : 
From the firſt dawning of our natal day, 

Through ſuns which circling mark our deſtin'd way; 
From infancy to youth, from youth to age, 

We ſpeed with hurried pace from ſtage to ſtage. 
Another year, dear maid, is yet beſtow d, 

Bright as the laſt, to light thee on the road; 

Alike with joys and hopes to urge thy feet, 

And ſteal thee from life's toil with fond deceit. 

Still then proceed, with reaſon for thy guide, 

The good of life be giv'n, the bad denied ; 

Unlike the crowd, by varying paſſions driv'n, 

From the ſtrait path preſcrib'd to man by Heav'n: 


A length'ning deſert, and increaſing night. 


POEMS. 


Doom'd, as reflection roves the waſte of years, 
To trace a ſcene where ſcarce a flow'r appears ; 
Where no ſweet ſpot invites the eye to reſt, 
Where ſprings no healing plant to eaſe the breaſt ; 
Doom'd to behold, as forward ſtrains the fight, 


To thee, may each revolving birth-day bring 
Freſh peace and pleaſure on its downy wing; 
And while it points to paſt or preſent joy, 
Shew nothing there to pain, or here to cloy. 
Still may this annual period prove to be \ 
A pauſe in life's unbroken harmony ; \ 
To give the full vibration tothe ſenſe, 

And hold the raptur'd ear in ſweet . 

So may thy life in even current flow, 

Not fiercely rapid, nor too dully flow ; | 

And when the hand of death ſhall change its courſe, 
Like Alpheus to his Arethuſa's ſource, 
Paſs ſubterraneous, through the realms of night, 
To join the fountain of eternal light. 


POEMS. 


SONG. 


Wue x forc'd from thee, my ſoul's delight, 
What cares diftrat my throbbing breaſt ! 

My anxious day, my anxious night, 
Strangers alike to reſt ; 

For though I know thee till ſincere, 
Yet love is full of doubt and fear. 


How vain the joys that tempt the eye, 
And muſic melting on the ear ! 
Indiff' rent to each fight am I, 
And ev'ry ſound I hear: 
A body only's left with me, 
For ftill my ſoul attends on thee. 
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As, when the ſun withdraws his ray, 
Clos'd is the ſnow-drop's lilied cup ; 

So ſhuts my heart, when thou 'rt away, 
And locks thy 1mage up. 

How long ſhall then this night remain, 

Till thou unlock my heart again ? 
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ON SEEING DYNEVOR PARK, 


THE SEAT OP 
LADY DYNEVOR, CARMARTHENSHIRE, 


IN MAY, 1789. 


Wurksr now, no longer pleas'd, the Towy leads 
His courſe, meand'ring through the woodleſs meads; 
But hurries onward with indignant ſweep, 

To hide his ſhame and ſorrows in the deep; 

Save where, O! Dynevor, beneath thy wood, 

He till delights to ſtay his eddying flood; 

And with a wave, which ſcarcely ſeems to flow, 
Enamour'd kiſſes every pendent bough : 

Whilſt now the ax reſounds along the vale, 

And fate is buſy in each paſling gale; 

And to each bleeding hamadryad's ſigh, 

The echoes, from the naked hills, reply; 

Thy happier groves, O! Dynevor, alone 

Secure eſcape this epidemic groan ; 


Ambitious to promote their country's good, 
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And, on their lofty crags exulting, feel 
A rare exemption from the barb'rous ſteel ! 


Proud foreſters ! who oft, in ages paſt, 
O'er ſteel-clad chiefs an awful ſhade have caſt ; 
What time yon pile,* which frowns in ruin'd pride, 
Through its portcullis pour'd the warrior-tide ; 
Who ruſh'd impetuous at their country's call, 
Reſolv'd to live with liberty, or fall! 

Yet ſtill, like yours, their lineage undecay'd, 
Patriots and heroes ſhall frequent your ſhade; 


And vindicate their boaſted pride of blood; 
An unadulterated Britiſh race, 
Like their own oaks, the natives of the place. 


Here, as beneath your thick embow'ring trees, 
I drink the freſhneſs of the vernal breeze; 
Far as I ftretch my melancholy eyes, 
Around what ſcenes of devaſtation riſe ! 
The woodman's ſtroke, unceaſing knell, I hear, 
And dying murmurs preſs upon my ear ! 


* Alluding to the ruins of Dynevor Caſtle, the ancient 
reſidence of the princes of South Wales, which form a 
moſt ſtriking feature in this beautiful landſcape. 
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That groan was deeper ! ſhameleſs and unaw d, 

The demon of deſtruction ſtalks abroad, 

With all his train, the lanſcape to deform, 

« Rides in the whirlwind, and direRts the ftorm ;" 
Bids each baſe paſſion of the human breaſt, 

With av'rice at their head, your foes profeſt, 
Exhauſt their fury on your rev'rend heads, 

Nay, tear your tender nurſlings from their beds. 
Howe'er for mercy, conſcious of th" alarms, 

They ſeem to ſtretch their ſupplicating arms ; 

Plead, with an eloquence that ſhould perſuade, 
Neceſſity of ſhelter, and of ſhade; 

And, like old fav'rites in a pet diſmiſt, 

On long and faithful ſervices inſiſt. 

Yet ſtill the fiends, t' increaſe-the miſer's hoard, 

Or load, intemperance, thy deathful board; 

More fierce, and more inſatiate, prompt the wound, 
Which with the woodland glories ftrews the ground ; 
Cry havock! money get, no matter how, 

And let new foreſts at their leiſure grow! 


In ſuch an age, with ſuch allurements ſpar'd, 
And with your ſad vicinity compar'd, 
Thrice happy groves! diſtinguiſh'd in your lot, 
Who tow'r aloft in this delightful ſpot ; 
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Whoſe lid'ral miitreſs, unſeduc'd by gold, 

Can ſee her oaks around her paths grown old ! 
To all your leafy progeny ſo kind, 

As if your bark ſome kindred form enſhrin'd, 
Without a wiſh, in violence to taſte, 

To looſe her rage, and lay your honours waſte ; 
Or urge ſome light appearance of decay, 

A paltry plea, to rob you of a day ! 


Let others, to atone for all the rage | 
Of war againſt the ſylvans which they wage, 
Bid a few half. ſtarv d formal clumps ſucceed, 
And think by this to expiate the deed ; 

Not, but what o'er her hills, on ev'ry fide, 
The young plantations with luxuriant pride, 
In rich ſucceſſion, to aſcend are ſeen, 
Through all the variegated tribes of green. 


Yet not to theſe alone her care extends, 
The weak it props, the aged it defends; 
When ſcath'd by lightning, or the winter winds, 
The ſhatter'd trunk with fond affection binds ; 
Or o'er the vig'rous ſtump, to which adheres 
Some melancholy branch, the wreck of years; 
To blunt the ſcythe of time, inſtructs to ſpread 
The timely cov'ring of the ſheeted lead. 
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Her war- worn vet'ran, from the world's neglects, 
Thus Britain ever gratefully protects; 

His head grown hoary in her cauſe, reveres, 

And gives each comfort of declining years; 
Whilſt, freed from toil, and not expos'd to beg, 
He moves a hero, with his fingle leg. 

Nay, ſhould neceſſity, or taſte decree 

The rigid doom of ſome ill-ſtation'd tree, 

Whoſe matted umbrage makes a noon-day night, 
And ſhuts ſome fairy proſpect from the fight ; 

Or branch unſound, whoſe contact might impart 
Its morbid influence to the vital part ; 

The ax, with trembling caution, ſhe employs, 

\nd long ſuſpends the blow ere ſhe deſtroys : 

So, when a ſkilful ſurgeon, to the knife 

Devotes a limb, to ſave ſome valued life, 

e amputates, with like delib'rate care, 

And never wounds, but where tis death to ſpare! 


Ye tuneful birds, in gratitude, your throats 
Diſtend, and greet her with your ſweeteſt notes ! 
for, driv'n from other haunts, beſet with foes, 
Vour lives one anxious flutter for repoſe ; 

by her indulgence, in theſe happier groves, 

ou found a ſhelter for your little loves. 
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Ye trees, your benefactreſs to repay, 

But juſt the ſhade, which ſhe requires, diſplay, 
To break the fury of the tempeſt's wing, 

Or o'er the parching ſolſtice coolneſs fling ; 
Engage each zephyr with his balmy plume, 
Here to colle& and ſcatter his perfume ; 

Knit with the Graces, in harmonious dance, 
As to the ſtrains of joy her hours advance; 
Ol to prolong them, native of your bow'rs, 
Let Health attend to ſtrew the path with flow'rs ; 
And, as your branches interweave, unfelt 
May all her days into each other melt; 
Life's ſeaſons ſcarce diſtinguiſhable, known 
But by the filent lapſe of time alone; 
Its autumn gloom'd with no peculiar ſhade, 
Enjoyment only mellow'd, not decay d! 

Its winter, when it comes, without its train 
Of cares, diſeaſe, infirmity, and pain ; 

Bleſt in life's lateſt ſtage, be hers to prove, 
From friendſhip, duty, and from filial love, 
Each fond attention to that period due, 

Each kind ſupport ſhe now beſtows on you ; 
To find the officious child for ever by, 

T' explore the thought, explain the aſking eye, 
And keep a while one parent from the ſky.” 
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Some pious boſom find, on which to lean, 
Whoſe ſympathy might Tooth the awful ſcene; 
And, like her trees, ſtill youthful in decay, 
With ſuch appliances in death look gay : 

Nor feel the loſs of life, till life be paſt, 

But ſhew ſome little verdure to the laſt. 
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10 


MRS. COW LET, 


ON 


HER FIRST DRAMATIC PRODUCTION, 


THE 


COMEDY OF THE RUNAWAY. 


Coms, lay this ſqueamiſhneſs aſide, 
The faR 's too clear to be denied; 
In ſpite of all your fine excuſes, 

To prove you ſtranger to the Muſes ; 
And all this maidenly defence, 

Of your unſullied innocence. 

For, ſee! Thalia, whom you choſe 
To fetch and carry billets doux, 
Your poſt, from Conſtitution Row,* 
To this gallant with filver bow, 
Like many a confidante, when paid, 
Has all the privacy betray'd ; 


* The name of the row where Mrs, Cowley then lived: 
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Who, artful huſſy, all the while, 
Beneath her maſk was ſeen to ſmile; 
As well convinc'd of what muſt follow 
From ſuch intriguing with Apollo ; 
But had you wiſh'd her to connive at, 
And huſh your lying-in in private, 
The ſtifled birth too ſoon had blown 
Itſelf, and blaz d upon the town; 
Whilſt ſmit with ev'ry kindred feature, 
Reflected from the pretty creature, 
Proud of his claim, the god of wit 
Had gloried to have father'd it. 
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ALL hail! roſy bowers, beneath whoſe ſoft ſhade 
The paſſion J felt for my ſwain was betray'd ; 
Dear ſpot ! where I firſt had occaſion to prove 

A match how unequal was prudence and love. 


My hand when he touch'd, like th' electrical flame, 

The charm, ſwift as thought, ſhot and kindled my 
frame; : 

With a kiſs yet I thought it no danger to part, 


So diſtant I fancied my lips from my heart. 


But th' effect of the magic my eyes ſoon confeſt, 

And, more than my tongue could, my bluſhes expreſt, 
Ye traitors! ah! why to the youth make it known, 
That each outline was gain'd, and the fortreſs his 


own, 


Ye trees ! did ye not with the zephyrs conſpire, 
To hide my confuſion, and fan the ſoft fire ? 
I faw each fond branch with its neighbour entwine, 


And leaf preſs to leaf, with an ardour like mine, 
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With ſweet hymeneals the birds fill'd the grove, 

In each look and ſound, there was nothing but love; 
From nature thus rapt the infection was caught, 

And I only practis'd the leſſon ſhe taught. 
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ODE 


10 


THE SCAVOIR VIVRE CLUB, 


INSTITUTED 1772. 


I's monkiſh apathy retir d, 
By ſolitude alone infpir'd, 

Moroſely penſive, let th' unſocial bard 
Call reaſon's feaſt, tumultuous noiſe ; 
Defame the faireſt of our joys, 

And tax the bliſs the coward never ſhar'd. 
To paſſion dead, and dead to ſenſe, 

For virtue paſs it, to abſtain, 
Condemning, in his own defence, 
Blithe Comus and his feſtive train: 
Far from friendſhip, far from love, 
Let the cheerleſs wretch remove 
To ſome unfrequented den, 
Human ſavage ! far from men. 
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There unenjoying, unenjoy'd, 
The deareſt ties of life deſtroy d; 
There let him breed the ſupercilious gloom, 
That wraps th' unfeeling ſtoic's heart of tone; 
Steals from the cheek of youth its vivid bloom, 
And plants it with the Cynic ſnarl and frown, 


Let ſad misfortune, tir'd of life, - 
Fly from impertinence and ſtrife ; 
Let conſcious guilt ſeclude him from the throng : 
Let hopeleſs grief, deſpairing love, 
Beneath the deep embow'ring grove, 
Join nightly Philomela's widow'd ſong. 
But what have I with fell deſpair, 
'Till Celia's fund of ſmiles ſhall fail ; 
While, daſh'd with bitter as they are, 
The ſweets of life will till prevail? 
Then the happier Muſe be mine, 
Faireſt of the tuneful Nine, 
On whoſe brow no vapours low r, 
Jocund as the vernal hour; | 
Still as the ſocial joys inſpire, 
For ever pleas'd to tune the lyre : 
Whether in honour of the May they lead, 
The choral ſhepherds o'er the daified ground ; 
Or bid the great, in ſplendid circles, tread 
The gay Pantheon's wide-illumin'd round. 
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And will ſhe now the ſong deny, 

i! When on ſuch errand, from on high, 

| A radiant ſcroll the ſocial goddeſs bears, 
Inſcrib'd, the © ART Tro LIVE ARIGHT ;“ 

14 And ſown with gems of orient light, 

I! Thick as the ſtarry zone which binds the ſpheres ? 

i Where Albion's favour'd ſons confeſs 

| ' Her power, ſhe makes her mild deſcent: 

i See! round the miſſion how they preſs, 

I; And pauſe upon the great intent. 

| | : Lo! the fair proceſſion moves, 

1 

| 


With the graces and the loves ; 
Smiles that ſmooth the brow of care, 
Freedom bold, with boſom bare': 
And pleaſure with her robes confin'd, 
For temp'rance follows cloſe behind. 
With even feet, whilſt mirth the pomp purſues, 
No child of paſſion, and no ſlave to fear; 
I Such mirth approving, nor exclude the Muſe, 
| At humble diſtance to bring up the rear. 


e 


I All hail ! ye flow'r of Britiſh youth, 
lf Aſſociates not in form, but truth ! 
| Ye choſen guardians of a charge ſo dear! 
18 With joy tranſported, let me trace 
If The purpoſe, forming on each face, 
Not to deſert the colours which you bear. 
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Hence ſpring no precepts that intrude, 
To give to joy the chilling pauſe ; 
No ſcience this which, when purſu'd, 
Is toil, or poſthumous applauſe : 
But which happier owns the pow'r 
To enrich the preſent hour ; 
And inſure to every name 
Pledges of immortal fame. 
And much it int'reſts you to know, 
Whence all that graces life can flow ; 
You, who can dare to ſnatch the dang'rous meed, 
Fearleſs of death, that decks the warrior's fall; 
You, who have bravely bled, and wiſh to bleed, 
Or when your country or your friends ſhall call. 
Th' excluſive right to © xxow To Live,” 
Think ye from birth that ye derive ? 
O'er the erroneous thought ſecurely doze! 
For what is (ſtyle it as you pleaſe) 
Your native elegance and eaſe, 
But pomp luxurious and inert repoſe ? 
Vain pride The higher ye purſue 
The boaſted ſource, which feeds your veins, 
More obligations ſtart to view, 
Mere duties the device contains, 
From the palace to the cot, 
Fate has temper'd every lot ; 
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On the peaſant has beſtow d 
Thoughts as low as his abode; 
He eats the bread of toil content, 
Nor other life by Heaven was meant. 
But ſuch conditions ſtraĩten not your ſphere, 
Form'd to contain the more capacious mind; 
Wears joy a ſmile, or guſhes ſorrow's tear ? 
Touch'd is ſome ſtring that ties you to mankind, 


Or will you on no better ground 
Your title to this ſcience found, 
Than, that remark'd you catch the paſſing eye, 
As airily ye flaunt along 
In robes diſtinguiſh'd from the throng, 
Of cut peculiar, and peculiar die ? 
Without a crime thoꝰ fancy ſtrays 
(Where'er her Proteus-form's diſplay'd) 
In faſhion's wild fantaftic maze ; 
For faſhion 1s ally to trade. 
But the poiſon, from the veſt, 
Often ſinks into the breaſt ; 
Till, with ev'ry changing wind, 
Shift the too inconſtant mind; 
Which but one purpoſe ſhould controul, 
Fix'd as the needle to the pole, | 
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Such minds may Bx1ToNs ever boaſt to bear, 
To each uſurping whim averſe to yield; 

By bribes unſhaken, and unaw'd by fear, 
Reſolv'd, or in the ſenate, or the field, 


Call you To live,” to yawn ſupine, 
To quench fair reaſon's light in wine; 
To waſte inglorious in the harlot's bed 
The prime of youth, till health be drain'd ; 
Till age provok'd, with wint'ry hand, 
Shall immaturely hoar the youthful head? 
Not that too rigidly ſevere, 
Or love, or wine, the Muſe denies: 
What Heaven beſtows, 'twere fin, though fear, 
To ſpurn untaſted to the ſkies. | 
But to madneſs mirth's allied ; 
And the limits which divide 
Love's fierce rapture from exceſs, 
Cautious reach, left ye tranſgreſs ; 
For love and wine, like angels ſhew 
Above, but end in fiends below. 
In the ſame landſcape, to perplex the fight, 
Here bliſs diſports in many a varied hue, 
There diflipation, barren of delight, 
Rugged with care, while anguiſh ſhuts the view. 
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The grape was ne'er ordain'd to flow, 
In nectar'd ſtreams for man below, 
To ſtrangle thought, and break the charm of reft : 
Nor in life's cup was, from above, 
Infus'd the balm of ſocial love, 
To turn to venom in the human breaft. 
Then, while theſe gifts expand the ſoul, 
And leave no cold reſerve behind ; 
When no tempeſtuous paſſions ſcowl 
To dim the ſunſhine of the mind ; 
Seize th* occaſion to inſpire 
Every breaſt with Britiſh fire ; 
Warm'd with tales of ancient worth, 
Call the patriot paſſion forth, 
See if its luſtre be debas'd, 
And freedom's genuine ſtamp effac'd : 
The cauſe of injur'd innocence defend ; 
O'er genius, chill'd with want, your influence ſhed; 
Or ſoft, unſeen, like midnight dews, deſcend, 
To cheer and raiſe affliction's drooping head. 


Aſpire ye to be thought To LIVE!“ 
By ſteps like theſe ye muſt arrive 
At that bright mark, where points your aim: 
But let not doubt your minds involve, 
And triumph o'er the brave reſolve ; 
For know, the virtues which confirm your claim 
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With no monaſtic horrors low'r, 
The buds of pleaſure to deſtroy, 
Nor ſullen damp the ſocial hour, 
Nor clog the downy wings of joy : 
Self-approof from virtuous deeds 
A ſineerer ſmile ſucceeds ; 
All the charms of wine improve, 
Quicken'd is the ſenſe of love. 
He, and but he alone, is bleſt 
Who dares the ſentence of his breaſt. 
In vain for welcome from within we wait, 
In vain we boaſt the public ear and eye, 
If ſelf-reproach ſtill ſtop us at the gate, 
If this bold cenſor give our claim the lie! 


With conſcious merit on your ſide, 
Here let your title then be tried; 
So ſhall your country glory in her race : 
But if this myſtic badge be borne 
In proud defiance or in ſcorn, 
As Heathens treat'the croſs which they diſgrace, 
If ſtill with inſolent diſdain, 
From nature's courſe oblique ye ſteer, 
And toſs, reluctant to the rein, 
Which reaſon hangs on youth's career ; 
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Bzx1TAin from her ſons ſhall turn, 
And their claims indignant ſpurn; 
O'er the panegyric ſtring, 
Satire's hand the Muſe ſhall fling : 
Ev'n ſhe, who now in zealous lays 
The fabric all diffolv'd, no more ſhall brood 
With fond deſire o'er the prophetic page; 
But, like the maiden ſword, when fleſh'd in blood, 
Her pen ſhall wound with more inſatiate rage. 


And ſhall the harſh diſcordant ſtrain 
Uſurp fair praiſe's gentler 'reign ? 

And will no breath the deſtin'd theme inſpire ? 
Yes; they exclaim, the notes prolong, 
Enamour'd of the pleafing ſong, 

We'll tune our lives reſponſive to the lyre. 
Think not that all our virtue lies 

A viſion in the poet's brain; 
Attend, and truth ſhall realize 
Each link that form'd th' ideal chain; 

1 Hark, where oft the midnight roar, 

I: Scar'd each modeſt joy before ; 

— Where debauch had from the breaſt 

| Baniſh'd ev 1 loyelier gueſt, 
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Serener pleaſures now prevail, 

Save when with loud acclaim we hail 
Some bold compeer's more ſpirited advance, 
Whom emulation ſpurs to reach the goal ; 
Youth, fortune, fame, uniting to enhance 
The glorious palm, and animate his ſoul. 


We aſk no proſtituted lay, 
Imagin'd virtues to diſplay ; 
Or gloſs o'er crimes with adulation's hues : 
And, from its innocent repoſe, 
As we atteſt our dread to rouze 
The lion-wrath of the vindictive Muſe ; 
Ne'er ſhall the ignominious price 
Of barter'd honour, or of freedom ſold, 
Through each polluted ſtream of vice, 
To infamy's black gulph be roll'd. 
| Open ſhall the plenteous hand 
And the ear of pity ſtand ; 
Science drink of fortune's ſource, 
Miſery partake its courſe : 
For what were all our rights of blood 
Without th' ambition to be good ? 
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From wealth, from birth, we draw no other pride, 
But that they give our bounty to extend, 

But that the ampler means are thence ſupply'd 

For want and merit to command a friend, 


They ceaſe, the promis'd ſcenes ariſe, 
No dreams illuſive, no diſguiſe ! 

See! where the touch Promethean they beſtow, 
Beneath the painter's, ſculptor's art, 
Unwonted life begins to ſtart ; 

A Phidian feature and a Titian's glow : : 

The poet takes a bolder wing, 
The votive wreath they twine, to gain; 
And o'er each emulative ſtring | 
Sublimer raptures wake the ſtrain. 
See! they ſmile, and modeſt worth 
From her cold receſs comes forth ; 
Safe above th' inſulting crowd, 
And the contumelious proud, 
Yet ill confiding in the change, 
Each alter'd object looks ſo ſtrange. 
The ſnow-drop thus, fromearth's too forward womb, 
Untimely ſent to face ſome rigorous ſky, 
With trembling caution ſpreads the gradual bloom, 
As Zephyr breathes, or Phœbus opes his eye. 
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What brightens o'er the mother's face, 
E'en now who, with a ſtrain'd embrace, 
Scarce clos'd her dying infant to her breaſt ; 
What ſlumbers play around her head, 
Who long had made the earth her bed, 
Where grief in vain had woo'd the pow x of reſt; 
Why playful round the gladden'd fire 
His babes in fond contention cling, 
And, with their ſpeechleſs looks, require 
Whence all thoſe ſudden bleſſings ſpring! 
They extend the lib'ral arm; | 
And, at the reſiſtleſs charm, 
Famine quick withdraws her train, 
Every varied ſhape of pain; 
Check'd is each enanguiſh'd groan, 
And the eye weeps for joy alone: 
Softly they ſteal upon the wretch's grief, 
Nor probe each wound his long diſtreſs to know ; 
Nor murder with conditional relief : 
Enough for them, he wears the face of woe. 


O Fame! thy choiceſt ſeats prepare, 
If ſtill there is a ſpace ſo fair 
Untenanted within thy ample dome! 
And turn, with rapture, to behold 
Patriots and patrons, as of old 
Grac'd the Auguſtan days of godlike Rome: 
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Whoſe names, like theirs, ſhall ne'er expire, 
Whilſt ſculpture animates the buſt; | 
Till the laſt Muſe ſhall drop her lyre, 
And painting's pencil fink in duſt ; 
Till the wretch ſhall ceaſe to weep, ' 
Till in death compaſſion fleep, 
Till, amidſt the cruſhing ball, 
Time itſelf a ruin fall. 
So long, in undecaying gold, 
Thus be their characters enroll'd ; 
Lo! theſe were they, in life, who nobly ſought, 
By honour's ſteps, the ſole aſcent.to fame, 
To future times, who from experience taught, 
To live, and, to be virtuous, are the ſame.” “ 
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TRANSLATION © 
| +14 DB; a ies 55) 
THE NINETEENTH BASLUM- 
OF : 


JOHANNES SECUNDUS, 


No more, ye vagrant bees, on lawleſs wing, 
Viſit each flower, and ſpoil the various ſpring ; 
The thyme, the roſe, the violet's nectar ſip, 
Haſte all, and revel on my charmer's lip. 

Here breathes more fragrant thyme, a richer roſe, 
A violet here, with finer near, grows; 

The blood of Hyacinth, Narciſſus tear, 

In all their perfume, tinge and moiſten here, 
Sweet as when, full of ſoul, on teeming earth 
Fell the rich dew, and roſe in beauteous birth: 
But as ye drink the many-flavour'd bliſs, 

Drive me not thankleſs from my rightful kiſs, 
Nor, too intent to crowd your golden cells, 
Exhauſt the manſion where the fragrance dwells ; 
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Leſt ſenſe of loſs ſhould urge my murm'ring tongue, 
And your keen ſtings reſent th' imputed wrong ; 
And let no wound, as on the lip ye play, 

With pain the balmy privilege repay : 

Oh! ſhun the guilt, and dread the vengeance due, 
Be innocent, and ſafe your dulcet work purſue, 
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INSCRIPTION 


A SEAT AT MILL HILL, 


1775» 


Hzzx, where the elm projects its friendly ſhade, 

A youth was wont to breathe his amorous lay ; 
Watch' d the firſt bluſh of morn, and often bade 
A ſilent farewel to the parting day, 


Jo peace devoted thou ſhalt long remain,” 

He ſaid, * in death's cold arms when I am low.“ 
Then let no ſacrilegious hand profane 

This hallow'd ſpot, and diſappoint his vow, 
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Haply ſome future bard the town may leave, 
Like him, and rambling viſit this retreat ; 
Here love, or contemplation, oft at eve 


May reſt, and bleſs the founder of the ſeat. 


SEEING A LADY'S DRESSING-ROOM. 
LY 


Wurns'sn,-to guard ſome fertile mead 
Againſt the rude encroacher's tread, 
We purpoſe that the ſoil unſound 

With ambuſh'd miſchief ſhould abound, 
The law commands to hang on/high- - 

A caution to the paſſing eye, 

That no one treſpaſs; and to ſhew 

What dangers threaten ſuch as do, 

That each offender riſks to feel 

The latent gun, or trap of ſteel. 

But from the code of female laws, 

Can we extract a ſingle clauſe 
Empow'r'd the fair one to compel 

Of all her ambuſcades to tell ? a , 
Within a blue diſſolving eye 

What miſchief oft conceal'd will liz; 
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Or, in ſome ringlet left to ſtray, 
What Cupids, meditating prey, 
Like riflemen lurk up and down, 
To pick their men, and bring them down; 
What fate the dimpled cheek inveſts, 
Or heaves luxuriant in the breaſts, 
When gauze is taught but half to hide, 
And half diſcloſe the panting pride ; 
To tempt the buſy eye, how low 

The bell-hoop'd petticoat muſt go; 
What artful folds the robe muſt take, 
'The form more flexible to make, 

Till every limb and pulſe may move, 
The ſure provocatives to love ; 

What magic ſcale connects the kiſs 

And the laſt wild extreme of bliſs: 


Yet thoꝰ no ſtatute may exiſt 
On ſuch diſcovery to inſiſt, 
Kind Chloe near her ev'ry ſnare 
Hangs out, in capitals—-BewarE! - 
For, by a thouſand ways expreſt, 
Her machinations ſtand confeſt; 
Whilſ every object gives th alarm, , 
To fly from the ſurrounding harm. 
Her hangings by the Graces wrought, 
With every warm voluptuous thought, 
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Inſtruct the emblematic room 
To antedate our certain doom. 


To fill her ſofas all the loves 
From Cytherea's moulting doves, 
Have caught and treaſur'd up the down, 
In ſoftneſs ſomething like her own ; 
And ſee in all her toilet's round, 
What ſmalleſt implement is found, 
Without ſome ornamental hint, 
In ſpeaking, varniſh, or in print; 
Which ſeems not loudly to proclaim, 
That hearts are there the lawful game. 
A Cupid here, with guileful look, 
Bends a heart-angler o'er a brook ; 
And tho' he practiſe various baits, 
Succeſs each ſtratagem awaits : 
Another, at his mother's lips, 
In fatal balm his quiver tips, | 
Then with the ſweetly-venom'd darts 
Makes nurſing pin-cuſhions of hearts, 


Ye filent counſellors, how vain 
Is all your monitory ſtrain ! 


For let us only look at her 

To whom thoſe various types refer, 
The ſyren with a glance deſtroys, 
The moral of the fabled toys; 

'The fate we ſee we cannot ſhun, 
And by conſent we are undone. 


TO. 4 LADY, 
| "Rs 
SEEING SOME ARTIFICIAL FLOWEKS; 
PARTICULARLY 


A SHRUB IN BLOOM, FORMED BY HEX OUT op 
A GENTLEMAN'S HANDKERCHIEF, 


VIRGIL, 


Wurksr half thy ſex, to all the meaneſt arts 
Devote their faces, and devote their hearts, 

' Skill'd to abuſe the bleſſings Nature lent, 
And proudly dictate what ſhe never meant, 
Till vanity, to ſatiate wants deſires, 
And fancy, tortur'd on the rack, expires ; 
Long be thy boaſt the happier art, which draws 
From Nature's ſource alone ſublimer laws ; 
By no fantaſtic images diſgrac'd, 
Where all is ſimply great, and boldly chafte, 
Bleſt Artiſt thou ! whoſe labours can ſupply 
The ſpring's migtation to a warmer ſky, 
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Recal the deſolate parterre to wear 

The richeſt liveries of the riper year; 

Whatever change the ſeaſons may ſuſtain, 
Unfailing ſummer wantons in thy train: 

Thy hand inſures her beauties from decay, 

And bids December take the look'of May. 

For Nature, to provide for Flora's fate, 

" Breath'd o'er thy mind, and taught thee to create, 
Here op'ning buds their embryo births diſcloſe, 
Some future lily, or ſome future roſe! 

And there, to give thy bold conception room, 
Fluſh'd with full life expands the perfe& bloom ; 
Where through each ſoft gradation ey'ry hue, 
And ev'ry fibre, is preſerv'd to view; 

While Art with Nature holds a dubious ftrife, 
Pregnant with almoſt vegetative life. 


*Tis thine to prove that not a ſingle charm 
Owns the conceit which Nature fails to warm ; 
Tho” Cox inſtruct his varying gems to ſhine, 
And beggar India for the bright deſign; 
Whilſt not a bud that ſwells, by her inſpir'd, 
Beneath thy hand ſhall periſh unadmir'd ; 
Hence, at thy touch alchymic, we behold 
The baſeſt droſs refining into gold, 
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Yon Shrub, all blooming, by the coxcomb's fide 
Has bleach'd in all the emptineſs of pride ; 

But, loſt in ſuch exiſtence, who can trace 

Its late condition, and its paſt diſgrace? 

Thy ſkill exalts its nature and its name, 

And gives it title to the faireſt fame. | 
Thus, ere the treaſures of the mine had birth, 
Hid in the ſecret caverns of the carth, 

The regal ſtamp ſome meaner ſubſtance bore, 
Contracted value, and was mean no more: 
Sacred beneath the charge it iſſued forth, 
And, from the impreſſion, gain'd a current worth. 
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ATTEMPTING THE CHARACTER or 
HER ET BS. 


On ! was I wing'd to reach as far 
As heaven, to match thy lovely eyes! 
But former bards have left no ſtar 
From whence to borrow in the ſkies. 


And ſure there's nothing here below, 
The ſoft fimilitude can prove ; 
Unleſs the hint ſome ſaint beſtow, 
Surpriz'd, * new-lighted,” from above. 


No lightnings they, of mad deſire, 

But vernal ſun-beams only dart ; 
With only juſt enough of fire 

To ſoften, warm, and melt the heart. 


Foes to the demon which affrights 
The cherub pity with its glare ; 
No ſodden, half-ſepulchred lights, 
Nor fix'd in one eternal ſtare. 


From paſſion half thy ſex's eyes 


Their tranſient, ſpurious luſtre take; 


And, under all the dazzle, lies 
An inſignificant opaque, 


But, not ſo counterfeited, thine, 
Like Cox's mimic diamonds, play, 
Thy cryſtals true, from virtue's mine 


Tranſmit the ſoul's unblemiſh'd ray. 
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TO A LADY, 


WITH A WATCH, 


enfin, vertentia tempora curſu. 


CICERO IN ARATO, 


Ixcrniovs ſcale! on which deſerib'd we ſee, 
Of life's progreſſion, each minute degree, 
Which proves our hour the ſame, the ſame our day, 
Let paſſion wing them, or let ſpleen delay. 
Tho' by no vulgar regulation moves 

The rapt'rous boſom of the man who loves, 
No nice proportion'd ſyſtems, ſuch as rule 
With juſter ſway the mathematic ſchool. 

The abſent lover hence computes his pains, 
And counts the ages which a day contains ! 
Tho' rapid expectation beat the wind, 

And leave the loit'ring calendar behind; 

Yet by this teſt their diff rent courſe is try'd, 
This judge muſt ev ry cauſe of time decide; 
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And teach that deſtiny will ſtill prevail, 

That man nor widens, nor contracts the ſcale. 
Sure Heav'n relented, when to human kind 

So bounded an exiſtence was aſſign' d, 

And ſent in ample recompence to man, 

This curious art, to ſubdivide his ſpan; 

Or elſe, cut out from time's unmeaſur'd round, 
This little dot of life could ſcarce be found ; 
But, like a bubble, on the ocean toſt, 

Would in the trackleſs element be loſt ; 

Of ſuch a life, yet vaſt is the amount, 

Where not a moment's loſt in the account ; 
Where, for each pulſe that quickens this machine, 
Some leaf ſtill ſhoots from virtue's ever-green ! 


Time thus diſtinguiſh'd, flies to heay'n to be 
The fair foundation of eternity, 


INSCRIPTION 
FOR, 
A STONE TABLE 
IN 
A BOWER AT MILL HILL, 


1775» 


Mixx be the joys of life to blend, 
Not born for ſelf alone; 

An hour be ſacred to afriend, 

I ſaid, and rais'd the ſtone, 


The ſocial genius from on high, 
Approv'd the glowing ſoul, 
And ſhed the radiance of her eye 

To temper reaſon's bowl, 
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ON 


SEEING MR. GARRICK 


IN 
THE CHARACTER OF LUSIGNAN, 


SOON AFTER THE BEAUTIFYING DRURY-LANE 


THEATRE, IN 1775. 


Wan Garrick ſeldom on the ſtage appears, 
Taught to reſpeR, though not to feel his years; 

To make the monarch's rarer viſits borne, 

Art lifts her hand the palace to adorn. 

But ah! how unſucceſsfully employ'd, 

Io fill the ſad uncomfortable void ! 

For though in all her ſplendid toil be trac'd 

The Roman grandeur, and the Grecian taſte ; 
Though her ſtrong charms a nightly crowd convene, 
The monarch's abſence deſolates the ſcene. 
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Much as the bright exertion we ſurvey, 
May each attempt of rival art outweigh, 
With nature pois'd, tis yet of light avail, 
One look of Lus1GcNnan can fink the ſcale. 
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TO 
A PAINTER 


ATTEMPTING CELIA's PICTURE. 


Magna peti —— ; U que nec viribus iftis 
Conveniant——— 
OVID, 


Pxrsvur r vous artiſt! will thy pencil dare 
To draw the lovely miſtreſs of my heart; 

To prove with lines leſs beauteous, tints leſs fair, 
The boaſt of nature, and the ſhame of art ? 


What tho' to form thy hand, thy thought inſpire, 
Concurr'd the models of Italia's ſchool ; 

The canvaſs ardent, with a Titian's fire, 
And ſtone endu'd, by Phidian touch, with ſoul: 


Yet vain thy {kill to catch this form and face, 
Tho' Greece and Rome revive in thy deſign, 

To give, though either Venus lend her grace, 

This yielding marble, and this warm carmine. 
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What {kill th' oppoſing colours ſhall unite! 
What unknown fountain yield the rare ſupplies! 

Where beams a radiance ſo divinely bright, 
To emulate the luſtre of her eyes. 


Say, wilt thou mark the infant roſe's blow, 
Or catch the brighteſt diamond's vivid ray ; 
Or dip thy pencil in the ſhow'ry bow, 
Or ſteal the orient bluſhes of the day ? 


Each charm that ſtarts what fancy can purſue, 
Numbers were wanting for the countleſs ſtore ; 
For, multiply d upon the raviſh'd view, 
Each op'ning charm unfolds a myriad more 


At each new touch new graces ſtill ſurpriſe, 
To elevate and ſwell the bold deſign; 

Which aſks a genius ripen'd in the ſkies, 
An angel's finger, or a love like mine. 
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LINES 


DISTRIBUTED AT'A MASQUERADE, 
AT THE 
OPERA HOUSE, 
= | = 
CHARACTER OF A DUMB COOK. 


T ao' taſteleſs and ſpeechleſs, a vagrant, unfriended, 
I once boaſted ſkill, every palate to hit, CY 
From the rake's canker'd palate, which PaTzxcz 

had mended, 
To that vortex of turtle, the maw of has Cit, 


To ſuit rank or age, O! what dainties I made ye! 
My judgment was ever unrivall'd in this: 

For the widow a reliſh, and a ſop for my lady, 
And a ly little tit-bit for chalk-licking miſs, 


But a lord, whom I ſerv'd, an old epicure hack, 
Who, the edge of his vitiated taſte to regain, 

Had ſentenc'd, a thouſand ways, art to the rack, 

And a thouſand ways art had tormented in vain; 


Bethought him, a tongue that had dipp'd in each dif 
Of ſuch variable flavour, much higher would be 
To quicken his ſoup, or to ſeaſon his fiſh, 
Than your Zoobditty-Match, or your Sauce-Cheroler. 


Whilſt the ſavage exulted ; weak was all I could ſay 
To argue this criminal appetite down ; 


'So the fancied reſtorative cutting away, 
He extinguiſh'd my ſenſe—to rekindle his own. 


For my fav'rite employ, with my loſs tho it ceas'd, 
Yet my boſom ſome lingering paſſion retains ; 
For I've diſh'd myſelf out for this whimfical feaſt ; 
Calf's head, at your ſervice, without tongue or 
brains, | 
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THE ANNUAL BOAT RACE 


INSTITUTED BY HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 
THE DUKE OF CUMBERLAND, | 
FOR A SILVER CUP, WON THE FIRST YEAR, 


17755 


BY THE AURORA. 


Tus ſwift Aurora claims the ſculptur'd prize,” 
In joyful ſhouts, no ſooner reach'd the ſkies, | 
And, to the pæans length'ning o'er the tide, 

Had Echo's undulating voice replied, 

Than Thames, who rapt'rous from his oozy bed, 
To view the ſcene, had rear'd his rev'rend head, 
Sudden withdrew from the exulting throng, 

And, more impatient roll'd his ſtream along ; 
Whilſt o'er his mantle and his urn were ſeen 
More bold relievo and a livelier green, 


* 
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By joy awak'd, as, at the hunter's din,“ 
A deeper ſpeckle marks the tiger's ſkin ; 
Nor ſlacken d he his unabating race, 
To mix with longing Medway's bland embrace; 
For tho” the wanton dimpled round his way, 
The rapid monarch thus declin'd his ſtay : 


«« When ev'ry day my ſorrowing waters bore 
Succeflive pageants ſafe from ſhore to ſhore, 
Voluptuous muſic melting o'er my wave, 

And ev'ry pleaſure that diſſolves the brave; 
That ſpirit, tranc'd by luxury and eaſe, 
Which fix'd Britannia's empire of the ſeas; 
Whilſt her degen'rate youths, unlike their fires, 
The mere pale embers of extinguiſh'd fires, 
Bade vice and folly practiſe every wile, 
Outſhaming Cleopatra and her Nile; 
I oft indignant to thy ſedges preſt, 

To hide my ſhame and ſorrow in thy breaſt. 
With kind concern old Ocean mark'd of late 
My faded port, and dignity of ſtate; 


1 Qualis ubi audito venantum murmure tigris 
Horruit in maculas. | . 
STATIUS. 
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Too long I've met him with a ſullen tide, 

His court frequenting with diminiſh'd pride; 
Whilſt dimmer on my urn appear'd the globe, 
And emblematic blazon of my robe. 

But when my happier waves are made to glow 
With ſcenes that blend utility with ſhow ; 
When Britain's princes, mindful of their names, 
Prepare the palm and patronize the games, 
Which emulation quickens to impart 

The ſailor's courage and the ſailor's art; 

By which this iſle to ſuch perfection roſe, - 
The mart of commerce, and the dread of foes! 
Delay were treaſon ! Let my current ſweep 
This unretarded meſſage to the deep! 

That Britain yet will vindicate her reign, 

And I be monarch of the floods again. 
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WRITTEN IN A WOOD 


NEAR PICTON CASTLE, 
THE SEAT OF LORD MILFORD, PEMBROKESHIRF, 
1782. 


Vr peaceful groves, beneath whoſe mingling boughe 
Love oft delights to breathe his tendereſt vows; 
The roſe of beauty ſhuns the ſcorching day, 

And contemplation plods his lonely way ; 

With many a blefling on his generous head, 

Who bade the walks to wind, the trees to ſpread: 
As waving high in all your ſummer charms, 

You court the wanton zephyrs to your arms ; 
Whilſt ev'ry ſpray with harmony abounds, 

And Echo liſtens to prolong the ſounds, 

Whilſt all around is joy, ye little know 

How ſoon your tow'ring ſummits may be low ; 
How ſoon, perhaps, your ſentenc'd roots muſt feel, 
Th' unhallow'd ravage of the woodman's fteel ; 
For, ſuch the feeble tenures ye enjoy! 

A card's or harlot's influence can deſtroy. 


, 
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The hand, which laſt night's faithleſs die betray'd, 
Yields to a mind by modiſh honour ſway'd, 

And, to repair the deſp'rate throw, ingrate 

Has ſign'd, perhaps, the warrant of your fate; 
Which, ere another year your buds ſhall fill, 
Dooms your bare trunks to bleach along this hill. 
But ah! it muſt not be ;—my fears are vain, 

The laughing landſcape aſks a ſprightlier ſtrain 
And, to the ſad officious muſe's ſighs, 

Methinks the genius of the place replies : 

Far be the boding fiend that dares to fling, 

Oer ſuch a ſmiling ſcene, his raven wing; 

To other gales go pour thy pious moan, 

Where other woods, in more than fancy, groan, 


But long my happier dryads ſhall maintain 


Their ancient, cheerful, unmoleſted reign; 

And future bards ſhall in this ſoft retreat 

Bleſs the cool arch projecting o'er the ſeat : 
Ne'er ſhall the maſter of this favour'd grove, 

So dear to peace, the muſes, and to love, 

A victim fall to the inſatiate rage 

Of that worſt vice which marks a downward age, 
Which not alone decrees the ſtately oak, 

But the raſh maſter to th* untimely ſtroke, 

No ſacrilegious hands ſhall e er invade 

Theſe lovely haunts, and rob them of their ſhade; 
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Till Britain's trade, or ſafety, ſhall require 
The Neſtors of the foreſt to expire; 

To add new links to-the commercial chain, 
Or bear her thunders o'er the ſuhject main. 
When Albion hither ſhall reſort, to find 
The only trees and men of Britiſh kind, 
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on 
A GENTLEMAN WRITING FYERSES 


OPPOSITE TO 


A LADY PLAYING ON THE GUITAR, 


Pzzcnant with verſe, to ſpeak his love, 
As Clodio eyes the beauteous maid, 

O'er the ſoft lute her fingers move, 
In obſtetricious aid. 


The poet feels the potent charm 
Which eaſes all his labour-pains, 
And finds, as his conceptions warm, 
Her muſic in his ſtrains, 


With joy ſhe ſees her cheeks diſcloſe 
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TO DOCTOR G : 


ON 


CELIA'S RECOVERY, 


AND 


INTENTION TO PAY HIM A VISIT. 


Cxr14, with awe, recalls the hour 
When death, all ready to deyour, 
Was mumbling of his game; 
Till you, who often had withſtood, 
And ſcar'd this blood-hound from his food, 
To her deliverance cam. 


Health's newly animated roſe, 

That fears no haſty doom; | 
And, after Heav'n, to you ſhe pays 
The votive tribute of her praiſe, 

For ſuch unwonted bloom. 
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Then ſhould the devotee be led, 

When you from raiſing of the dead 
Retire fatigued at eve, 

The ſmile, the ſong of joy to bring, 

Firſt-fruits of health's returning ſpring, 
The ſacrifice receive. 


Thus, to repay the generous deed, 

A Robin, which my hand had freed 
From fell grimalkin's claws, 

Seeming, from more diſtended throat, 

To pour his ſweet thankſgiving note, 

My charm'd attention draws, 
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ON CELTIA's 


PARTING IN ANGER, 


AND 


FORBIDDING ME TO SEE HER AGAIN, 


Wu ſeparation's ax, farewel, 
Deliberately cruel fell 
From Celia's alter'd tongue, 
Of my departed bliſs 
The fatal knell was rung! 
How could the executioner diſmiſs 

So barbarous a ſtroke, 

Without ſome wav'ring purpoſe to reyoke? 
Or how had I no power to ſay 

Farewel, to damp the blow 
By meeting it half way ? 

But then my weak reſolves to cow, 
And ſuffocate the ſtruggling word, 
What fond remembrances concurr'd! 
A more than polar cold 
Of every ſenſe laid hold: 
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The tongue no diſſoluble voice ſupplied, 
The torpid accents all were bound 
In icicles of death around ; 


For ah ! her heart of ſtone my ſpeech had petrified, 


The ſtifled ſigh, 
The ſwelling eye, 
The things unutterable in the breaſt, 
That would, but could not, be expreſt, 
Might all have told the unrelenting our, 
That by the haſty ſtroke 
No vulgar tie was broke, 
Which time might ſoon repair; 
No flimſy unſubſtantial thread, 
Which, in ſome wanton moment twin'd, 
Retain'd no power to bind, 
When luſt was fled, 
And appetite was cloy'd; 
But mutual love's more laſting chain, 
Whoſe every link was tried, 
Had many an ill of life defy'd; 
For poverty's corroding ruſt too ſtrong : 
Which Hope fallacious promis'd ſhould remain, 
Proof to each mortal chance, inviolable long, 
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Has one raſh moment o'er her love prevail'd! 
Then all alike, ye hours, inſipid roll; 
For from that moment what endearments fail'd, 

What fine affections joining ſoul to ſoul! 
Which interchangeably between 
Kind ſympathy had drawn; 
- Unnumber'd as the lines are ſeen 
Silvering o'er the dewy lawn, 
Unnumber'd as the beams which play 
Irradiating the ſolar way, 


Alas! how dear the diſſolution coſt ! 
How many ſtreams of life were dried, 
Or, in deſpair's black vortex loſt, 
Or, drop by drop, left ling'ring to ſubſide, 
And, through a drain 
Of ſlow-conſuming pain, 
To pour into the heart their laſt, 
All venom'd with the memory of the paſt ! 


Had ſhe, by death, been ſever'd from my arms, 
Tho' the keen tortures of the wheel 
Were eaſe to what I'd feel 

If doom'd to turn mine eye 
On all thoſe rifled charms ; 
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Yet reſignation breathing in my ear, 
The awful voice of Heaven, that all muſt die ! 
That youth and beauty cannot ſave, 
The deftin'd victim of the grave! 
Had taught me how to bear 
A trial ſo ſevere ; 
Till time, that mellows ev'ry grief 
With gradual relief, 
Its lenient balm had brought 
To heal my wounded thought. 
To her remembrance wedded ſtill were mine, 
All that mortal could enjoy, 
From ev'ry chance or competition free, 
That might embitter or deſtroy 
An union ſo divine; | 
For Heaven then alone would rival me. 


But ftill ſhe lives, and yet to me is dead; 
And lives, perhaps, to make another bleſt, 
Lives to prefer another to her bed! 
Diſtraction! yes, I view 
The embryo- love juſt form'd within her breaſt, 
From my expiring paſſion bred ; 
Which now, to quench, I ſee her ſtrive, 
Leſt unextinguiſh'd any ſpark remain, 
To keep the ling'ring flame alive: 
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In all the triumph of affected mirth, 
With colours borrow'd from diſdain, 
Is dreſt to gratulate the ſpurious birth. 


Whilſt ev'ry feature fluſh'd anew, 
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10 
A NEW-MARRIED LADY, 


wiTH 


A TEA CADDY, 


Dear miniſter of many a ſober joy, 
Natives of home, and ſweet connubial love ; 
Which, when the more intemp'rate pleaſures cloy, 
The libertine reclaim'd delights to prove; 
Go—to my friend thy ſervices preſent, 
By the poor giver's heart enrich'd alone, 
And her acceptance kind, for whoſe employ 
Aſpiring candidate thou now art ſent. 
Not that ſhe needs a magic but her own, 
Conſtant to keep the object of her choice; 
Not that he wants to ſlip her chain, 
Or ſhe that falconer's voice, 
Eſcap'd, to lure the rover back again. 


Go, and be witneſs to that pure delight 
Which to the narrow date 
Of one ſhort moon is not confin'd ; 
For when two ſouls, like theirs, unite, 
The union ey'ry hour will faſter bind, 
And only be diffoly'd by fate, 
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Charg'd with a thouſand wiſhes go, 

A thouſand pray'rs, that no inſidious foe 

May break the tenor of their bliſs ; 

Till, ſeeking happineſs like this, 

The rake ſhall leave thoſe joys that end in pain, 
And the world run to wear the nuptial chain, 
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TO CELIA, 


DISSUADING HER FROM GOING TO THE 
PANTHEON. 


WRITTEN IN 1774. 


Arrzxp, my fair, nor diſapprove 
The voice of my officious love; 
Tho' harſh the monĩtory lay 
To ſenſes pitch'd in pleaſure's key, 
Yet let but reaſon's lighteſt wing 

Sweep with fine touch the jarring ſtring, 
And each divinely-mellow'd note 
Will borrow Philomela's throat. 
Attend (for in thine ear the muſe 

No baleful poiſon will infuſe, 
Nor ſhed the fogs of ſpleen, to blight 
The firſt ſoft buds of yaung delight). 

So ſhall the gay Pantheon boaſt 

A column of the Morning Poſt, 
Too weak a herald to-proclaim 
The catalogue of all its fame, 
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Of too ſuſceptible a mind; 
And haſt thou ever brav'd the pow'r 
Of that intoxicating hour, 
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And yet lament a want of charms, 
To lure thee to its ſplendid harms ; 
Where vice has diſciplin'd each joy 
To flutter round her fell decoy ; 
Where ev'ry circle pleaſure takes, 
The mind its fortitude forſakes ; 
And reaſon, ſentenc'd long to feel 
The rack of diſſipation's wheel, 
Expiring, ſees her vacant throne 
Uſurp'd by vanity alone. 


Methinks I ſee thee arm'd to go,” 
In proof, againſt th' infidious foe; 
Prepar'd to hold out ev'ry part, 
Secure the battery of the heart, 
Each fainting ſtation to ſupply, 
And, rather than ſurrender, die! 
I know thee (truth muſt own it) good, 
From many a proof of vice withſtood ; 
But ah ! I know thee gentle, kind, 


+ 


When ev'ry paſſion mirth inſpires 
With all that ſoftens, all that fires; 
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When ev'ry centinel ſupine, 

Diſſolv'd in muſic, dance, and wine, 
Permits the fops, uncheck'd, to bear 
Their whiſpers to th' unguarded ear; 
Thoſe butterflies, all meal and paint, 
Who never ſettle but they taint ; 

Till ſhew, and equipage, and dreſs, 
Have play'd their engines with ſucceſs, 
To filence virtue's laſt redoubt, 

And put reflection to the rout ? 


Inur'd to pleaſures ſuch as mine, 
Stinted by fortune's narrower line, 
And caught by that ſeducing glare 
Which wealth can throw on pleaſure's ſnare, 
Say, wilt thou not be led to roam, 
Forgetting me, forgetting home ? 
My fav'rite bird, a captive bred, 
And from my hand luxurious fed, 
With ev'ry paſſion and defire 
Contracted to his bounds of wire, 
If but permitted once to try 
The boundleſs licenſe of the ſky, 
Ambitious, like this bird, to ſing, 
Envious of t' other's painted wing, 
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1 
: 
þ 
: 


The little fugitive divide, 
Might ſcorn the limits of his cell, 
And wiſh like other birds to dwell. 


POEMS, 


ON 
SEEING A LADY 


IN TEARS, 


Wars all the graces ſhould reſide, 
And all the little loves have room, 

Why ſteals adown that check a tide, 
To waſh away thy vernal bloom? 


Thus ſudden flaſh the livid fires 
Athwart the ſwain's delighted eye, 

Who, rapt in ecſtaſy, admires 

The ſapphire calmneſs of the ſky, 
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Such years as thine are due to joy ! 
The debt why loiters youth to pay ; 

And leaves th' untimely blight deſtroy 

The roſe juſt op'ning on the day ? 


The grief that ever bends the head, 

Pines, the ſad.comrade of deſpair, 
From guilt's polluted ſtream is fed, 

The ſtream that yields th' unceaſing tear. 


And if what treaſures lie within, 
From outward form we may divine, 


There innocence, unknown to fin, 
Prefides o'er virtue's ſacred ſhrine. 


Thy tears, if others' woe excites, 
Not unrecorded in the {ky 

Falls one bright drop ; for Heav'n delights 
To wipe the tear from pity's eye: 


Or ſtream they for ſome giddy youth, 
Whoſe vain defires for ever rove; 

Who, loſt to conſtancy and truth, | 

Scorns the reſtraint of virtuous love: 
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To kindle up the gen'rous flame, 

Where all th pow'r of ſmiles might fail, 
Go weep—the ſavage to reclaim, 

Let tears more eloquent prevail. 
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A SONG 


FOR THE 
Sr. DAVID's HUNT) 
1779. 


RECITATIVE, 


Wear tho? the wild waves laſh Mznzvia's coaft, 
Ruſſet and open, like the ſportſman's face; 
What tho? her hills no leafy ſhades can boaſt, 
Her air breathes health, her fields invite the chaſe, 


AIR, 


Let pleaſure's ſoft vot'ries, the fops of the town, 
In various debauches their nights paſs away ; 
Aſham'd of the light, then diſſolving in down, 
Lie loſt to the world, and themſelves, all the day: 
| Freſh vigour we gain from the ſound of the horn, 
That rouzes the hunter, and welcomes the morn. 
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Een beauty ſhall, yielding, not wiſh to delay 
The hunter's impatience to mix with the chaſe, 
Convinc'd the fond youth will with 1nt'reſt o erpay 
Love's trifling arrear with a warmer embrace, 
Returning all rapture, from hearing the horn 
That rouzes the hunter, and welcomes the morn. 


Could Italy's epicene race, who deſtroy 
The end of creation, to ſweeten their ſtrain, 
Be ſuffer'd to ſhare in the chaſe, and our joy, 
They'd ſigh to repurchaſe their manhood again, 
And an ear tun'd to reliſh the ſound of the horn 
That rouzes the hunter, and welcomes the morn, 


No treaſons we brood o'er, no vices that fight 
Gainſt nature, our country, our laws, or man- 
kind ; 
Revenge, hate, and jealouſy, fiends that delight 
With tempeſts to ruffle the calm of the mind, 
Like ghoſts diſappear, at the ſound of the horn 
That rouzes the hunter, and welcomes the morn. 
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The fair, to be kind, would you wiſh to inſpire, 
A tenderer ear to your paſſion to lend ; 
Would you (and where's he would not) wiſh to ac. 
quire 
The art of enjoying his bottle and friend ? 
The ſecret is learnt from the ſound of the horn 
That rouzes the hunter, and welcomes the morn, 


ro 
THE DIFFERENT COMMENTATORS 
ow 
SHAKESPEARE. 


Y learned ſeers, who teach the. preſs to groan 
With Shakeſpeare's errors, loaded with your own, 
And, to aflert ſome dubious comma's ſway, 
Explain your author's meaning quite away ; 

At length be wiſe, and throw your lumber by, 

Be Shakeſpeare's only comment—Garrick's eye. 
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10 


4 LADY, 
ON 
THE HAPPY RETURN 
OF 


HER SON'S BIRTH-DAY, AFTER A SEVERE 
ILLNESS. 


Creſſa ne careat pulchra dies notd. 
HOR, 


W ax the nice floriſt, to enrich his ſtore, 
Transfers the produce of a foreign ſhore, _ 
Where warmer ſuns more fragrant ſweets beſtow, 
Where ſpring for ever laſts, and zephyrs blow, 
With timid hope he truſts the ſeed to carth, 
And waits impatient for the blooming birth ; 
Its varied fate through ev'ry change purſues, 
The froſts of winter, and the vernal dews ; 
As ſhift the inconſtant features of the year, 
His boſom ſhares alternate hope and fear; 
But when, propitious to his fond defire, 
The fav'ring ſkies a perfect bloom inſpire, 
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He bleſſes the indulgence of the ſoil, 

And owns the bounty much o'erpays his toil: 

Though thouſand ſweets his foſt'ring ſmile demand, 
Fruits of his art, and nurſlings of his hand, 

Loſt to a paradiſe that blooms around, 

To one rich flow'r his whole attention's bound, 
Such were the cares that hung upon this day, 
Nor leſs the joys that baniſh them away ; 

Freed is your heart from ev'ry tyrant pain, 

Th' exulting ſubje& of a happier reign; 

Pleaſure's warm morn advancing on your mind, 
Leaves the cold foot and gloom of night behind. 
What joys of pureſt birth the ſmile invite, 

And hail the ſeaſon ſacred to delight ! 

Bid ev'ry paſſion liſten to the call, 

And all be peace, and grateful rapture all: 

No boding fear, no dread ſuſpenſe be known, 
Belong this day to happineſs alone. 

See Heay'n to pity not in vain implor'd ! 
See life prolong'd, and drooping health reſtor d! 
With rapture ſee your little cherub live, 

Your ev'ry fear, your ev'ry doubt ſurvive : 

dee the rekindling glow his cheeks adorn, 

Bright as the colours of the orient morn ! | 
Yet late you ſhudder'd at the impending doom, 
When pale diſeaſe had rifled ev'ry bloom; 
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When fate inſidious lurk'd in ev'ry breath, 
And ev'ry minute truck th' alarm of death, 
Then was your mind with different paſſions toſt, 
And hope in deſperation almoſt loſt : 

The mingled pangs the ſhipwreck'd wretch endure 
To view his all juſt finking, then was yours ; 

But Heav'n relenting fees, prevents your pray'r 
(A heart like yours is Heay'n's peculiar care), 

| Sends on the ſun-beam's wing the pow'r to ſave, 
Suſpends the ſtroke, and diſappoints the grave; 
Gives back each faded beauty to his charms, 
Reſtores the blooming tranſport to your arms, 


Though yet th' affrighted ſenſe can ill ſuſtain 
Back to explore the field of recent pain, 
Let reaſon go, and, counting all your woes, 
Confeſs that joy's bright train outnumbers thoſe, 
Live long, live happy, ſee ſuch days return, 
Blefling and bleſt, without a cauſe to mourn ! 
This earneſt granted of a future ſtore, | 
Is there to aſk, and can you wiſh for more? 
Is there as various cares divide the mind, 
Whoſe large embrace enfolds all humankind ; 
Is there a want to ach within your breaſt, 
Still beats your heart with wiſhes unexpreſt ; 
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dome pray r for friendleſs want that would be heard, 
dome ſuit for public good yet unpreferr d? 

ruſt, and be happy ! Heav'n attends the train, 

irtue like yours can never aſk in vain, 


POEMS, 


TO ELIZA, 
ON 
LEAVING TOWN, 


1780, | 


From all I ſuffer'd, and from all I fear d, 

My pray'rs relieve me, for my pray'rs are heard; 
Pris'ner too long, the diſencumber'd mind 

Shall leave the city and its ſmoke behind ; 

From ſickly joys, falſe friends, and duns be free, 
From all that pains or faſcinates, but thee ; 
Swept by the hand of time, or care, away, 
While thought's more pleaſing images decay; 
Thy form alone ftill occupies my breaſt, 
Beyond the pow'r of time, or care, impreſt : 
Would it had periſh'd too—nor thus remain 

To prove my loſs, and irritate my pain. 

But ah! when love has forg'd the chain, the ſlaye 
Can hope for freedom only in the grave, 


10 


MR. FOOTE, 


RECOMMENDING A LADY 
FOR 


THE STAGE. 


A xymen on whoſe facetious birth 
That planet ſhone, which governs mirth, 
E'en from her cradle mark'd to be 

The ſoul of frolic and of glee, 

Thus to the comic muſe addreſs d 

The ſecret paſſion of her breaſt : 

« Faireſt of the tuneful Nine, 

« Take me, goddeſs, I am thine ; 

« Smother'd long my wiſh has lain, 

« For admittance to thy train; 

« But dares at laſt to blaze abroad, 
Impatient of the ſtifling load; 

Then give th' advent'rous effort ſcope, 
And let it kindle into hope; 
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« Though fate may juſtly bar my claim 
« To a maid of honour's name, 

“ Denied, like AB1NnGToON, to prove 

«« The bliſs of thy familiar love; 

« Yet might I fill, without diſgrace, 
« 'Thy chambermaid's unenvy'd place; 
« Nay, humbler if my lot ſhould be, 

« Queen of ſmiles, I'll live with thee.” 


Thalia, all on wing to follow 
The Muſes, Graces, and Apollo, 
Who were with her engag'd to ſup 
At Garrick's, on his breaking up, 
Could only anſwer to her pray'r ; 

«« Haſte, to Suffolk-ftreet repair; 

« Where my ſummer court I keep, 
« And fave the drowſy town from ſleep; 
«« Where the fulneſs of my pow'r 

« On my fav'rite's head I ſhow'r ; 

. * Whoſe prolific brain gives birth 

« To ev'ry ſhape of wit and mirth ; 
„There, where Laughter holds his ſides, 
« My Ariſtophanes decides 
In ev'ry ſuit referr'd to me, 

« And candour marks his juſt decree.” 
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The votariſt wip'd her flowing eye; 
Withdrew, yet dreaded to apply. 
But Polyhymnia, who had long 
Ow'd to her the frequent ſong, 
Overheard her zealous pray'r, 

Was witneſs to her ſad deſpair, 

And, pleas'd to fan ambition's fire, 
When next ſhe came to tune my lyre, 
Bade me, with her fiſter muſe, 

Uſe her name, her intereſt uſe, 

And bring to thy judicious ears 
The ſuppliant's wiſhes and her fears, 
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WRITTEN 


ON 


A SEAT AT SLEBECH, PEMBROKESHIRE, 
1779. 


W urns yonder graceful edifice is ſeen, 

In fair proportion tow'ring from the green ; 
Around whoſe ſide extended lawns diſplay 

A livelier verdure to refreſh the day; 

Beneath whoſe roof, with ev'ry power to pleaſe, 
The ſage's knowledge, and the courtier's caſe, 
A lib'ral Briton mingles in his bowl 

Ihe feaſt of reaſon, and the flow of ſoul.” 
On the ſame ſpot, in ſullen ſtate immur'd 

By circling moat and battlement ſecur'd, 

The fierceſt whelps of ſuperſtition's brood, 
Who ſtain'd the cauſe of piety with blood, 
Whene'er their ſwords for lack of buſineſs ſlept, 
St. John's“ ſtern knights their ſhort vacation kept; 


* SLEBECH, at the time of the diſſolution of religious 
houſes, was a commandery of the Knights of St. John. 
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Till Heav'n diſpatch'd a ſeraph from above, 
Array'd in peace and univerſal love, 

To purge from miſts of error mortal eyes, 
And ope a brighter proſpect to the ſkies, 
Auſpicious zra ! founded on the doom 

Of bigot jargon, and monaſtic gloom ! 

The muſe ſhall grateful tell, we owe to thee 
That reaſon, meant by nature to be free, 

Too long by ſacerdotal bonds confin'd, 
Reſumes her lawful empire o'er the mind. 
Whence all the joys that ſwell the ſocial plan, 
Each art that pleaſes or ennobles man; 

And whence, triumphant over Gothic night, 
This ſcene which blazes in ſuch Attic light. 


- * 
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And each ſenſation felt within the breaſt, 


ON 


SEEING MR. GARRICK 


IN 


THE CHARACTER OF DON FELIX, 
1774 


IxxAp and heard of jealouſy before, 

But of its nature never gather'd more 

From books or men, than that the yellow fiend, 
When once it enters, turns to hell the mind: 
Which my own boſom oft, alas! had prov'd! 
For who has not been jealous who has loy'd ? 
Yet though within I felt its tortures keen, 

Th' embodied paſſion I had never ſeen, 

Till to my view thine ev'ry feature brought 
Alive, this demon of my jaundic'd thought : 
For through thine eyes, which quick with nature roll 
Appear diſtin the workings of the ſoul ; 


Takes form and ſubſtance when by thee expreſt. 


oll, 
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nrivall'd till ! *tis thine alone the art, 

To root thy feelings in the hearer's heart; 

And breathe new life, like an inſpiring god, 

vn in the gall'ry's moſt unquicken'd clod ; 

ill the wretch ſcarce believe himſelf the ſame, 
duch ſtrange emotions ſtruggle in his frame; 
\nd the whole man convuls d, unknowing why, 
Yield, at thy magic, or to laugh or cry. 
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ODE 


ON 
THE LORD MAYOR'S DAY, 
IN 
THE MAYORALTY OF SIR WATKIN LEWES, 


1780, 


RECITATIVE, Accompanicd, 


Wullsr Peace and Plenty, hand in hand, 

Lead up AvecvsTaA's hoſpitable band; 

Let the glad face of every welcome gueſt, 

To greet her annual chief, in ſmiles be dreſt, 

To grace whoſe triumph and to deck whoſe brow, 

She twines the civic wreath, and bids the numben 
flow. 


Es, 


W, 
mben 
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AIR. 


Integrity, to fix his throne, 
Erects her column to the ſkies. 
Heard ye Corruption's hollow groan ?— 
Beneath his feet the monſter dies. 
Such is the man AucvsTa's voice 
Exalts as hers and Freedom's choice. 


What ancient titles undecay'd 
Preſs, emulous, his ſtate to ſhare ! 
When ſtars grow dim, and garters fade, 
Titles that ſtill ſhall flouriſh fair; 
For ev'ry wave round ALs10N's coaſt 
Freſhens the luſtre which they boaſt, 


Commerce ! thou queen of tide and time, 
Thy choiceſt treaſures hither bear; 
Whate'er belongs to ev'ry clime, 
And ev'ry ſeaſon of the year. 
The tributary world obeys, 
And to thy choice due homage pays. 


POEMS. 


RECITATIVE. 


The great, the good no deſtiny can hide, 
Though mountains are around them hurtl'd, 
Though ſeas divide, 
Vet fame ſhall find them out, and give then 
to the world. 


AIR, 


CamBRI1A ſecluded, to complain 
Of ſceptres loſt, and ſtinted reign, 
Wipe, O wipe thy flowing eye! 
Tears of waning majeſty : 
Raiſe, O raiſe thy drooping head ! 
Thy ancient ſpirit is not dead; 
Liſten to the votive lay, 
Liſten to the public voice, 
That tells thee it revives to-day, 
To honour great AucusTA's choice. 


AIR, 


When Luxury ſhall blight our race, 
And Britain's genuine ſtamp efface, 
Under ſome cloud-capt mountain's brow, 

Of Heaven highly favour'd, thou, 
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CamMBRI1A, ſhalt poſſeſs the die 
Patriots and heroes to renew ; 
And where'er their fame ſhall fly, 
On plumes ſublime and ftrong, 
Like thy own eagles borne along 
Above the reach of vulgar ſight, 
Thy bards as boldly ſhall purſue, 
And overtake their flight. 


'd, 


AIR, 


Thy native harp then bring with thee, 
Nurſe of ancient minſtrelſy, | 
Strung to match heroic ſong, 
Meaſures, emblem of thy land, 
Sweetly variable, yet grand ; 
Graceful, like thy ſons, and bold, 
Such as thy echoes us'd of old 


Fondly to murmur and prolong. 
Raiſe, O raiſe, &c. 


RECITATIVX. 


In one full peal of wild delight, 
Impatient to unite, * 
Near, and more near 
The mingling ſhout, from without, 
Welcome preſſes on the ear: 
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But chief where the exulting throng 
Bears father Thames's train along; 
Swoln with the glorious freight whoſe urn runs 
o'er, | 
And lifts the wat'ry god to join the pomp on 
ſhore. 


AIR, 


Like thee, O Thames! 
Of all the ſtreams 
Subject to old Ocean's reign, 
None can boaſt a ſcene ſo grand 
As that which, this revolving day 
To decorate thy happy ſtrand, 
Annual it is thy pride to ſee ; 
E'en in bridal honours gay, 
The newly wedded Adrian main 
Shall yield the palm to thee. 


CHORUS, 


In vain the gaudy river glows 
With ſtreaming banners, burniſh'd prows, 
If the cryſtal of its wave 
In ev'ry face reflects a ſlave. 


on 
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AIR. 


Than od'rous gales and ſpicy trees 
Thy Britiſh oaks are nobler wealth, 
Waving to the enamour'd breeze 
Of liberty and health : 
What if richer flow'rets blow, 
Trees with coſtlier fruitage glow ; 
What if warmer ſuns than thine 
Kindle the diamond in the mine ; 
And in other lands be roll'd 
Rivers over ſands of gold; 
Commerce on her canvaſs wings, 
Home to thee each climate brings, 


RECITATIVE. 


Dark-brow'd Faction, hence, away 
Civil Diſcord in thy rear; 

Down, down, to hell! 

With thy own kindred ſiends to dwell, 
Thy element is there: 
For ever baniſh'd from the light 

Of this auſpicious day, 


To howl thy diſappointment to the ſhades of 


night, 
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Exer loyal, ever free. 
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AIR. 


Whilſt no tumult is heard, 

But the tumult of mirth, 
No foe to be fear'd, 

And no cares can intrude to annoy ; 
Breaſts that honeſt zeal diſplay, 

Where no treaſon e'er had birth, 
Faces open as the day, 


Muſt bring harmony and joy. 


AIR, 


Let court cameleons ev'ry hour 
Change their colours as they will, 

Slaves of intereſt, tools of pow'r, 
Now to embrace, and now to kill. 


GRAND CHORUS. 


But to their king and country true, | 
Lafting and bright, as heaven's own blue, 
The ſons of commerce, ſtill the ſame, 
Ne'er ſhall ſully Britain's fame ; 
But in life or death ſhall be 
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\ ON THE 


NEW FRONT OF DRURY-LANE THEATRE, 


TAKING IN THE ROSE TAVERN, 
17753 
THE YEAR BEFORE MR. GARRICK LEFT THE STAGE, 
MIS INTENTION BEING THEN RUMOUR ED, 


Gaxrricx, aſham'd to poke his noſe, 
So ſheepiſhly beneath the roſe, 

And fearing, poor man, what was worle, 
His baſhfulneſs might hurt his purſe, 
Reſolves this year to puſh a RON, 
And put a better face upon't : 

As if he purpos'd to give o er 

His art, and make no faces more. 

Yet, fair as tis, I'd have him know, 

If 'ris the laſt he means to ſhew, 

This face will never make amends 

For turning tail upon his friends ; 

Who own, by general conſent, 

His face the beſt ſtage ornament. 
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THE 


RAPTURE. 


— ego ſemper amavi. 
Et ſi, quid faciam nunc quoque, queris ; ame. 
OVID, 


Ler the luke-warm lover be 

Curſt with doubt and jealouſy ; 

And be impotence and hate 

Added to augment his fate; 

O' er him let, with frigid hand, 

IndifP rence wave her opiate wand: 
Cold let him doze o'er lifeleſs charms, 
Remote from joy, and Celia's arms. 


Fly ſuſpicion, fly me care, 

Haunt the ſteps of pale deſpair; 

Far be melancholy's train, 

And the family of pain ; 

Hover o'er the inceſtuous head, 

Plant with thorns the monſter's bed; 
But far from me your gloom remove, 
Nor dare to chill my Celia's love. 
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With no guſt of wild deſire, 
Love, the laſting flame inſpire ; 
Rapture, wing each happy hour, 
Snatch'd from fate's invidious pow'r ; 
Sire me pleaſure, give me joy, 
Ever new, unknown to cloy : 
Whate'er be happy wait on me, 
When, Celia, I am bleſt with thee, 


But what anguiſh wrings my heart, 
When the hour alarms to part! 
Envious time, thy ſhadow ſtay, 
And repel the haſt ning day; 
Or with kinder ſwiftneſs bring, 
On thy circulating wing, | 
The happier hour, that bids me prove 
My Celia's due return to love. 


'Tis no common ſpeed I want, 
With no common ardour pant; 
Thought would call the body flow 
Had I pow'r to leave the wind, 
And the lightning's wing behind, 
When Celia's billet chides my ſtay, 
And e'en to kiſs it were delay, | 
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Whence this magic to controul 
All the functions of my ſoul ? 
Is it that ſhe owns a breaft 
Softer than the turtle's neſt ? 
That the tints her cheeks diſcloſe, 
Shame the lily and the roſe? 
But bid me count the ſtars, as well 
As ſeek where Celia does excel. 


Can he love who ſtays to trace 
'The degrees of ev'ry grace, 
Bidding his delib'rate muſe, 
One by one, the ſcale peruſe ? 
All the viſionary brain, 
All that poetry can feign, 
All the fictitious world of charms, 
Is realiz'd in Celia's arms 


Words, too low my bliſs to reach, 
Tempt not what I feel to teach; 
Stronger eloquence ſhall flow 
From the cheek that learns to glow ; 
From the eye that learns to roll, 
Sympathetic with the ſoul: 

May Celia's thus for ever ſpeak : 

Nor ſound impure the filence break. 
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Lives there any wretch ſo bold, 
Lives a lover half ſo cold, 
One who joys with truth to ftrive, 
One to paſſion half aliye ! 
Who would dare to words confine 
Raptures of a love like mine ? 

For is not ſpeech itſelf ſuppreſt, 

When Celia claſps me to her breaſt! 


Let the ſtoic catch a flame, 
Let the libertine reclaim; 
That alive to feeling prove, 
This not call his madneſs love: 
Be thoſe pleaſures not accus'd, 
Never felt, or elſe abus'd ; 
Then own with Celia, and with me, 
That love enjoy'd is ecſtaſy. 
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EPITAPH 


INTENDED FOR A MAUSOLEUM 
EXCAVATED FROM A ROCK ON THE SEA COAST 
IN WALES, 


BY A LAD-T, 
WHERE SHE HAD ORDERED HER REMAINS TO 
BE DEPOSITED. 1 


Wirui this rock, from whoſe commanding brow, 
In the green mirror of the ſea below, 

Now placid, now with angry winds at ſtrife, 

She mark d the ſad viciſſitudes of life, 

And to herſelf applied the chequer'd ſcene 

(For much was hers of boiſterous and ſerene), 
Maria ſleeps— who, many a danger paſt, 

Finds the calm haven of the grave at laſt ; 

And, ſleeping ſafe, the world's laſt ſtorm defies, 

By Faith's firm anchor faſten'd to the ſkies. 
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10 


4A RELIGIOUS LADY, 
| ON 
BEING REPROVED BY HER 
FOR 


PAYING ATTENTION TO CELIA AT CHURCH, 


Guiltleſe 1 gaz d——— 
; POPE, 


Av muſt each ſenſe its uſe forego, 
The chaſteſt glance not be forgiv'n? 

And are thoſe rules your ſect allow, 
Severely rigid, taught by Heav'n? 


From drinking in the orient light 
The eye of health as well reſtrain; 

Or check the captive's wild delight, 
When freedom haſtes to burſt his chain. 
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And is it in the book of life, 

The temp'rate uſe of bliſs to awe ? 
And can religion be at ſtrife 

With reaſon, and with nature's law ? 


Let nature's book my care engage, 
There in each line a God we trace: 

And where unfolds a fairer page, 
Than that diſclos'd in Celia's face? 


Heav'n caſt ſuch forms in angel-mould, 
To charm the eye and teach us love; 
That in the work we might behold 
An image of the bleſt above. 


Devotion is but love refin'd : 
Heav'n gives us ſanction to admire; 
Can low affections touch the mind 
That kindles with ſeraphic fire? 


8 THE 
DEATH OF BASTO, 


A FAVOURITE POINTER, 


KILLED BY THE MASTIFF CAXSAR, 


Et fletit ad finem lunga tenaxque fides. 


Ovid. 


Trxaxrs are found in ev'ry elime and age, 
No land is free from ſome fierce Cæſar's rage: 


Urg'd by no wrongs, or wants, he draws the ſword; 


War! war alone, contents th' inhuman lord. 
Nor let us to our race confine the view, 

The brute creation has its Cæſars too; 

Who, ſcorning all the ties which ought to bind 
Each ſubject of the ſpecies to its kind, 

By the ſtrong luſt of pow'r and rapine led, 

Turn their fierce rage upon the guiltleſs head. 
And couldſt thou, Baſto, man's attention draw, 
Yet not eſcape thy murd'rer's kindred paw ? ꝰ 
Hard was the fate that ſentenc'd thee to bleed ! 
No crime was thine to juſtify the deed ; ; 
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No churliſh growling, no inſidious grin, 
Betray'd the latent wickedneſs within ; 
But in thy gentle ſimper was expreſt 
The ſoft pacific temper of thy breaſt. 
Yet what avail'd that thy innoxious life 
Flow'd calmly on, and pure from lawleſs ſtrife ? 
Or what avail'd thy blameleſs arts to gain 

Thy maſter's love ? obtain'd, alas! in vain : 
Since not thy years, or worth, poſſeſs'd a charm 
The ruffian's ſavage purpoſe to diſarm, 
Unenvied yet a while the fates may give 

Thy murd'rer ſtill to triumph and to live; 
Juſtice awhile the deſtin'd ſtroke forbear, 

Yet certain vengeance loiters in the rear. 

Thy memory ſhall raiſe ſome future foe, 

And arm his hand to lay th' oppreſſor low. 

But happier thou, in thy untimely fate, 

Than he ſurviving to perpetual hate | 
Whilſt oft as thy ſucceſſor tries the ground, 

And ſhifts, and ſtops, and doubts the covey found; 
Thy maſter ſhall prepare the fatal aim, 

With hope elate at the imagin'd game: 

His recollection rouſing, ſhall preſent 

Thy ſpeed unmiatch'd, and thy unerring ſcent. 
Or, from the field, by fancy's pow'r convey'd, 
Low at his couch ſhall ſee thee faithful laid ; 
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Conſtant and kind, in ev'ry ſervice try'd, 
In ev'ry character his nobleſt pride; 
While oft thy miſtreſs ſhall thy loſs bewail, 
And claſp her fay'rite cloſer at thy tale, 
No ſorrowing eye ſhall grace thy murd'rer's fall, 
No grateful breaſt his memory recall ; 
Nor ſhall his image ever riſe to view, 
But clad in horror to be curſt anew ; 
Or as a foil preſented to the Eight, 
To ſet thy worth in a more pleaſing light, - 
Contraſted thus, thy gentle life may claim 
Sincerer ſorrow and more lafting fame. 
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ODE 
WRITTEN IN A BOWER, 


1773s 


Awar, ye ſordid ſons of earth! 
Dull ſlaves of gain, 
Submitting to be bound, 
Who never lip her chain; 
Or but to doze from gluttony retire ! 
Unworthy ye to taſte 
Of love's divine repaſt, 
Gorg'd, or without deſire. 
"Tis not for you theſe vines receiv'd their birth, 
And twin'd their am'rous foliage round, 
Embracing and embrac'd ; 
Nor yet for you (for what have ye to hide) 
From whoſe too coarſe delights, 
Patient of ev'ry eye, 
The day has turn'd diſgrac'd ; 
Nor you, from nature yet more wide 
Provok'd to rove, 
Whoſe devious love 
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Een that experienc'd bawd, old night, 

Dull as is her ſenſe of ſhame, 
Through all her Ethiop hue had bluſh'd to ſpy, 
Which luft had bluſh'd, and wanted tongue to name, 


For us, my fair, for us was made 
. This love- protecting ſhade, 
For us and ſuch as we, 
Above all human inſtitutions free, 
Who ſuff ring no controul, 
But Heav'n's own curb, in reaſon's hand, 
Plac'd the paſſions to withſtand ; 
Our zeal for love's myſterious worſhip owe. 
Not to the dread of ſomeextorted vow; 
Nor other pledge require 
Of laſting faith and ever new deſire, 
But ſympathy of ſoul, 


Ye am'rous branches, taught to meet! 
Ye tendrils, curling in embraces ſweet, 
By our example taught! 
To us in gratitude ye owe 
The ſhelter ye beſtow ; 
From us the ſoft infeRion firſt was caught, 
As at each others lips transfus'd, 
All bath'd in balmy bliſs 
Of ſome ecſtatic kiſs; 
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Or from each others eyes, 
Our ſouls were ſhot in mutual flame, 
Like meteors mingling in the ſkies ; 
The air was in their tranſit fir d, 
Till vegetation, all like us inſpir'd, 
A ſource of kindret joys became; 
Full of the influence divine; 
Then, branch by branch attracted, learnt to twine, 
And leaf of leaf enamour'd preſs'd into a ſhade, 
Conſcious of myſtic rites that ſhould not be 


betray'd, 


Ye leaves then cloſer kiſs, 
Redoubling all your bliſs, 
And emulate the raptures ye incloſe ; 
That no relax'd embrace 
Afford a vacant ſpace, . 
T' admit or harbour any ſpy ; 
But ſhould ſome zephyr, ſatiate of delight, 
Like the felonious bee 
When he has ſipp'd the cowſlip dry, 
Attempt to fly away, 
In Flora's lap the theft to lay; 
Your loyal leaves oppoſe, 
Arreſt the traitor's flight; 
And, doom'd to bear 
The captive's writhing pain, 
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Let him in penance ſigh for ever there 
Still tantaliz'd to ſee 
Thoſe joys repeated o'er and o'er, 
Which he muſt taſte no more; 
Denied to ſip, : 
The nectar of the lip; 
Or with his wanton plume, 
Collect perfume, 
To ſhake it back again. 
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ON SEEING 


THE DRAMATIC ENTERTAINMENT 


OF 


THE MAID OF THE OAK$, 


Ov Roſcius, not content to ſee the ſtage 
Devolve in dull entail from age to age, 
Like ſome experienc'd hoſt, who makes his care 
To ſhun a ſameneſs in his bills of fare, 
Exerts his talents, with a Proteus ſkill, 
And bids the drama take what ſhape he will, 
'To ſmooth the features of the tragic muſe, 
And o'er Thalia's face new ſmiles diffuſe ; 
This night he treats us with a pleaſing tale, 
Which gives not ſock or buſkin to prevail; 
Where all the paſſions of the breaſt agree, 
The life of faſhion, mix'd with rural glee; 
And from each claſſic age collected gleans 
The ſweeteſt flow'rs to decorate his ſcenes: 
To old Arcadia's copy'd plains and groves, 
Adapting Britiſh graces, Britiſh loves, 


POEMS 119 


See! where the ſiſter ſciences combine 

In happy league, to aid the fair deſign 

Whilſt judgmentdoubts which moſt it ſhould admire, 
The painter's colouring, or the poet's fire ; 


When ev'ry thought that GAR RICE 's mind ſupplies, 


Expreis d by LouTHERBOURG, inchants the eyes 


' 
' 
' 
[ 
[ 


THE MISTAKE. 


Obftupuit viſt vifius amor demind. 


MarvLLus Dr Nexra. 


Lars as Sylvia ſought the grove, 
From the noon-day*s ſultry beam, 

Where the cooler breezes rove, 

Wafted o'er the gelid ſtream. 


Sleep ſtole o'er her languid breaſt, 
And a ſweet repoſe beſtow'd, 
While the ſtream, to aid her reſt, 

Softlier murmur'd as it flow'd. 


To his Flora's fond embrace, 
Zephyr haſtening through the vale, 

Slacken'd here his am'rous pace, 
And diffus'd his balmĩeſt gale. 
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Soft he ſunk into her arm. 
Shook his dewy wings, and thy -- 

Tranc'd by her ſuperior charms, : 

Thinking u f. rk 


Cupid on a frolic rotring {| 
Stopt, and near the maiden e 1 
Step by ſtep with caution moving, 5 

For he. thought twas Venus ſlept. 


Sleep more tranquil beauties ſhed, 
Gave a gentler pulſe to heave; 
Thus reclines the ſnow-drop's head, 

Languiſhing at cloſe of eve. 


But awak'd, her brighter face, 
What enliv'ning charms adorn ! 

Not a roſe with richer grace 
Blooms upon the eye of morn. 


His Flora was not half ſo fair, 
Zephyr ſtarts enrag'd to ſind; 
And, diſſolving into air, 
Left his fragrance all bæhind, 
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For his mother ſo diſgrac'd 
Cupid felt th' alarm of pride, 
Dropt his quiver in his haſte, 
Hurrying off the tear to hide. 


But ſhe ſcorns ſo mean a prize, © 
Breathing richer ſweets around ; 

And, with weapons from her eyes, 

Love can give the ſureſt wound. 
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TO MR, MICKLE, 


ON HIS 


TRANSLATION OF THE LUSIAD OF CAMOENS, 
FROM | 


THE PORTUGUESE LANGUAGE, 


oth Super et Garamantas et Indus 


- "VIRGIL, 


Warn Gau“ firſt, with ſpirit unconfin'd, 
Revolv'd the plan of commerce in his mind, 
And found no common diſtance could prevail 
To bound th' extent of his capacious ſcale ; 
His genius overlook'd, with bold diſdain, - - 
The banks of Tac vs, and th' Atlantic main; 
And from the arms of more domeſtic eaſe, - 
Intrepid bore him into diſtant ſeas, 


Tube hero of the Luſiad. 
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Which no audacious keel before had plough'd 
Still onward urging his untrayell'd road ; 

Where the young ſun, in orient ruby dreſt, 

Is firſt awak'd upon the morning's breaſt ; 

And taught trade's empire, like the ſun, to own 
No narrower limits than the world's alone ; . 
Like thy own Gama (let me call him thine, 

'The claim's atteſted by the ſacred Nine) 
Ingenious M1cxLz ! thy advent'rous lay 

Scorns the worn track, and tempts a devious way: 
Thy muſe, inſpir'd with ſympathetic pride, 
Foregoes-and throws the humbler reed afide ; 
Which MuLLa* hearing; flow had roll'd along, 
Stay'd with the likeneſs + of her SyzNsER's ſong ; 
And dares, ſuperior to the pedant rules, 

Whoſe leaden fetters load and cramp. the ſchools, 
To pierce the depths of an unclaflic notre, 
And ſearch a deſert for a ſingle flow'r; 

Nor has thy hand, with unſucceſsful toil, 
Transferr'd the plant to deck thy native ſoil: 


a * 


* A river in the neighbourhood, where SeeNseR was. 


+ Alluding to Mr. MicxLe' s poem, the Concubine; 
written on the model of Sr. 
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Freſh ſhoots the ſcion on an Engliſh ſtem, 
Thy cut revives — m — l 


1 


Long kad eee | 
Of Gothic night, and fear d the Luſtad's. doom. | 
But fate forebade, and thou waſk-ſent to ſave -' -. | | 
The wreck juſt whelm'd beneath oblivion's' wave; 
Till now, obſcure: the beauteous work had lain, 
Like the new world, ere Gau dard the main + * 
Or if cer touch'd'on,; only known in part. 
But faintly ſhadow'd out in Fans chart. 
Unhappy Fansa aw } whoſe ill-favour'd rhymes 
Caught the. rebellious” ſpirĩt of the time:: 
Whilſt each harſh number with its _—_— jars 
The muſes ſeem involv'd in civil e's Dr dn. 
Ill-fated poet ! deftin'd to an age 3d 
Of bigot jargon, and of factious rage, 

When ev'ry page with quibble was o er- run. 
And ſenſe tormented, writh'd itſelf ee 

When perſecuted feience ſtood aghaſt, 
And W of patrons breath'd their laſt ; . 


12er nt ern ep rare. ; 


* Fant trnatt the Lad abou thine ofthe 
woubles of Charlev the Fm 0h ous 22 dhe 
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And e'vry trade, but that alone of blood, 

In famiſh'd tortures gafp'd in vain for food ; 
'That, and but that alone, luxurious far'd, 
Nor more the monarch than the ſubje& ſpar d: 
And would the muſes not deſert a land 

By crimes of violence and blood profan'd? 
Yes, heav'n-deſcended, they forebore to ſtay, 
And to the realms of peace retrac'd their way. 
Then let not ſpleen reje& his claim to praiſe, 
'Th' hiſtorian's page ſhall clear the poet's lays ; 
Unenvy'd let him claim the firſt deſign, | - 
Which ſketch'd the ſituation of the mine; 

To thee 'twas left the treaſures to explore, 
And give a ſterling impreſs to the ore; 

That current it might paſs through ev'ry clime, 
And bear its value to remoteſt time. 8. 
Say, when thy hero · leads thee on to try 

The varying aſpect of a foreign ſæy 
(Thy muſe collecting ſpirit from the courſe, 
As ſtreams flow ſtronger farther from their ſource), . 
Springs not a juſt contempt within thy mind, 

To view the objects thou haſt left behind; 
Critics and rhymers, at a diſtance hurl d. 
As Gama leſs'ning ſaw the weſtern world ? 
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Whilſt back they turn, unable to purſue, 

With fearful admiration from the view ; 

Thou far before them ſpreadſt the bolder ſail, 
And ev'ry muſe inſpires the proſp'rous gale, 
Thus when Jove's eagle, with undazzled gaze, 
Sublimely tow'rs to meet the ſolar blaze, 

The linnet from the ſpray, with aching fight, 
Eyes the ſtretch'd wing, and wonders at the flight. 


| Poets unborn, reverting to thy page, 

Shall catch from thence the ſame unconquer'd rage, 
Which fir'd thy bold advent'rous muſe to roam 
To diſtant lands to bring their treaſures home. 
Half their inquiries ſhall enrich thy name, 

And juſtice vote thee a divided fame. 

For ere they launch into the dark profound, 

For thee their fearful eyes ſhall ſearch around; 
And when the pharos of thy ſtrain appears, 

The gloom ſhall brighten and ſubſide their fears: 
As the bewilder'd ſailor from afar, 

O'erjoy'd to ſpy ſome tutelary ftar, 

With bolder prow reſiſts the boiſt'rous main, 
Whilſt ev'ry billow threats a grave in vain. - 


Is there a tract of ſcience unexplor'd, 
Where ſage has never pierc'd, or poet ſoar'd ? 
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Embark auſpicious from the wombof niglit, 
Call forth the new Atlantis to the light. 
That not the ſmalleſt province may remain 
Beyond the limits of the; muſe's zeign 3: + | +. 
Till thou may'& weep, like-Macedonia's ſon, 
When by his arms the univerſe was won, 
With noble indignation touch d, tu vier 
No. freſh ſupply of empires to ſubdue. 


TY 
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ON 


A LADY 


FAINTING AT CHURCH, 


HOR, 


Wazn fix'd in all the zeal of pray'r, 
Thine eyes no earthly joys purſue, 
When all the world and mortal care 
Grow leſs and leſs upon the view. 
What envious ſhadows intervene, 
To cloud thy beatific ſcene, 


What ſteals inſidious o'er thy face, 
To rifle there the roſe's bloom ; 

With cold hand ſhedding on each grace 
The lily's paleneſs in its room? 
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Or is it death which chills thy breaſt, 
Or is it thus that angels reſt? 


Be this the mockery of death ? 
Vet riper for celeſtial bliſs, 
Thou ſhalt reſign thy lateſt breath, 
Diſſolving in a trance like this: 
Then let this pauſe of life ſupply 
An image how the virtuous die. 


If what can charm the waking ſenſe, 
Still perſeveres to charm the ſoul, 
Where'er ſhe ſoars in this ſuſpenſe, 
Above the body's groſs controul, 
What viſions now to thee are given, 
Which antedate the bliſs of heaven! 
How pleas'd thy ſpirits muſt retire, 
Thus diſembodied from their clay, 
And on ſublimer wings aſpire | 
To reach the regions of the day; 
Where the ſoul ſhort excurſions tries, 
To grow familiar with the ſkies, 
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When firſt the new-fledg'd bird eſſays 
His weak and yet untutor'd flight, 
He circles round in many a maze, 
Ere bold he tempt th' aereal height. 
Thus the ſame path ſo often trod, 
At laſt will lead thee to thy God, 


10 


4 LADY, 
ON 


HER SENTIMENTS OF MARRIAGE, 


Curſe on all ties but thoſe which love bas made. 
POPE; 


Warn ſov'reign love perceives his pow'r's decline, 
And unfrequented ſees his ſacred ſhrine, 

Feels through his realms a general decay, 

And man revolting murmur to obey; 

Whilſt rank rebellion rages all around, 

A loyal ſubje& may there yet be found; 

Who, foremoſt to eſpouſe the ſinking cauſe, 
Contemns the faction, and reveres the laws: 
Mrxa, tis thine to boaſt that honour'd name, 
Emblazon'd faireſt on the rolls of fame; 
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With zeal embolden'd, ſingly to oppoſe, 

Tho! faſhion and the world are leagu'd thy foes; 
Reſolv d that union never to approve 

That wants the ſanction of conſenting love. 

Yet, yet I hear, with tranſport how 'twas ſpoke, 
While from thy breaſt the fair confeſſion broke: 
Gods! how each animated feature ſtole _ 
Part of that rapture which inſpir'd the ſoul! 
When truth in native majeſty appears, 

Such is the dreſs the lovely goddeſs wears, 


Let the mean ſlaves, if to diſgrace the fair 

Such ignominious characters there are, 
Whom pomp and int'reſt equally divide, 
Whoſe love is ay'rice, and whoſe paſſion pride; 
Still Iet them barter happineſs for gold, 

ne, In wretched traffic ſtill be bought and ſold. 
Still caught by toys and titles, let them wed 
And riſk their peace to ſhare a noble bed; 
Till ſelf-condemn'd, and all their ſex's ſcorn, 
They drag on life with varied anguiſh torn: 
And, like the world of fools, perceive too late 
Their error in their puniſhment and fate, 


To her own rack devoted, let the prude 
Who ſcorns the thought that love ſhould e er intrude, 
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Tho? genuine paſſion light the flame within, 
Accounts profeſſion an unpardon'd fin ; 
Her latent wiſhes, ever unexpreſt, 

A coy reſerve ſtill maſking half her breaſt 
In ſelf-created torments low conſume, 

Her affeRation her ſevereſt doom : 

Toſs'd by confliting paſſions, ere ſhe dare 
The ſecret anguiſh of her breaſt declare, 
Let age o'ertake her, and the keeneſt ſhame 
That waits upon an ancient maiden's name. 


Let the unfeeling jilt ſtill ſport with pain, 
Proud of herſelf and of her conqueſts vain; 
Unmoy'd behold een adoration paid, 

And at her feet th' unpitied victim laid: 
Who, if ſincere ſhe love, will ſtill delay, 
And fix to-morrow for the happy day; 
But ſcarcely form'd-the reſolution dies, 
And onward ſtill the coy to-morrow flies. 
When beauty's lamp is waſted, let her burn 
Of lighted love the victim in her turn: 
Still unenjoying, let her ſtill admire, 

Her paſſion nothing but a ſmould'ring fire. 


Concurring all in thee, how well ſupply'd 
Thoſe milder attributes to them deny'd; 
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Nor envy thou the triumphs of a frown, 

The ſmiles which love creates are all thy own. 
Not ſuch as dimpling on the wanton's face, 
Gleam o'er fictitious charms a ſickly grace; 

But ſuch as ſpringing from fair virtue's kind, 
Oer all th' illumin' d features ſpread the mind; 
When ev'ry ſenſe, with genuine rapture warm, 
Gives to each look a more reſiſtleſs charm. 

Go forth, array'd in virtue's genuine dreſs 

(A miſſion ſo divine commands ſucceſs), 

Nor other eloquence let Heav'n ſupply, 

Than that which beams perſuaſive from the eye. 
Go, and thy doctrine bid the fair approve, 

Till Hymen own no other lord than love ; 

Till ev'ry ſpeaking eye the wiſh reveal, 

Till the pure heart have nothing to conceal : 

The world from dull reſtraint once more be free, 
And all be nobly unreſerv'd like thee, 


And ſee ! the golden age returns again, 
And love begins a more auſpicious reign ; 
Hence forms no more ſhall clog the marriage-bands, 
But ſouls ſhall mingle with the blending hands: 
And ere religion can perform its part, 
The knot be ty'd already in the heart. 
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To the ſame key attun'd, the paſſions move 
In all the concord of harmonious love. 


Scenes within ſcenes of yet untold delight 
Still open on the thought, and crowd the fight; 
No more the glowing meteor of a moon, 

The nuptial ſtar ſhall flame with conſtant noon, 
Shed equal light, or, brighter at the laſt, 
To cheriſh languid life, a warmer beam ſhall caſt. 
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Ou! let not ſuſpenſe, with its fetters of ice, 
The free-flowing current of pleaſure enſlave; 
The winter of age will be here in a trice, 
And death freeze us for good in the grave, 


How long ſhall each touch with a tongue be inſpir d 
How long ſhall my eyes roll their language in-vain 

With each eloquent pulſe when will Jeſſy be fir d, 
And interpret what Jeſſy alone can explain! 


But, becauſe it may deepen the roſe on her-cheek, 
Should my charmer the fond explanation decline; 
Let me, ſparing a trial ſo delicate, ſeek, 
And be told from her eyes what ſhe gathers from 
mine, 
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STANZAS 
ON 


MRS. JOACHIM SMITH'S INGENIOUS ART OF 


MODELLING IN WAX, 
: AND 
MULTIPLYING THE LIKENESSES, 
A DURABLE COMPOSITION, IMITATIVE or 
DIFFERENT GEMS, 


1774 


As Painting and Sculpture, now bending with years, 
Proclaim'd an aſſembly at CHRISTIE“s great room, 
For adopting an heir; and reflected, with tears, 
On the days when they boaſted their vigour and 
bloom: h 


The doors were ſcarce open d, when, thronging the 
ſpace | 
With diff rent pretenſions the candidates preſs'd; 
But their titles could boaſt no original trace, 
And their merits were faint imitation at beſt, 
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With the crowd came a damſel, who bluſhing, afraid 
Of the ſurly repulſes ſhe met at the door, 

Had ſunk herſelf down to deſpair in the ſhade 
Of ſome dull city-marble, made heavier by Mook, 


A tablet of wax ſhe inceſſantly plied, 
Whoſe ſoft virgin charms complied to her will, 
Which pregnant with life, as what oO eſpy'd 
Was to adamant turn'd, by her wonderful kill. 


The arts ſaw with tranſport, and bade her draw near, 
Their ſtriking reſemblance delighted to ſee; 

Thus fondly addreſſing Diſmiſs all thy fears, 
From this moment our empire we vacate to thee.” 


Our ReynoLDs, RovsiLLAc, and each favour'd 
name, 
Who have breath'd on a the canvas, Or quicken 'd 
the ſtone, 
When extinR are their periſhing claims upon fame, 
Shall for ever exiſt in thy models alone, 
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LOVE INVINCIBLE. 


Porrigimus viftas ad tua jura manuc, 
OVID, 


1 


Fool that I was ! by force or art 

To think that love could be ſubdu'd ; 
To bar each acceſs to my heart, 

And dare my charmer to intrude. 


When love and Celia both aſſail, 
What force has reaſon to oppoſe ? 
Falſe to their truſt, the outlines fail, 
Invaded by ſuch pow'rful foes, 


Hope, kind deceiver, bade me try 
If abſence would her form deface ; 
But from myſelf I cannot fly, | 
And fancy freſhens ev'ry trace. 
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Leſs rapture ſhould my eye betray, 
Indiff'rence ſoon withdraws its balm: 


The tempeſt ſhould oblivion lay, 
Tis but a momentary calm. 


Lowly I aſk'd religion's aid, 
And liſted of her pious train 
But ah! my zeal for ever ſtray d, 
Where heav'n is rivall'd, pray'rs are vain. 


Rebellious then no more III prove, 

But wear, O love, my chains content: 
And try if reſignation move 
Thy rigid empire to relent, 
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ro 
A NOBLEMAN 


IN THE MERIDIAN OF POWER, 
n 


7 
2 
HO R. 


FRom kings deſcended, and to kings ally'd, 
With land, and honours, equal to thy pride; 
That ſtar, whoſe radiant beams can almoſt bring 
A ſubje& to a level with his king: 

The nation's wealth, and ſenate all thy own, 

A monarch's name between thee and a throne. 
Great as thou art! if bold to comprehend, 
And fix the line where luſt of power ſhall end; 
Indulg'd its utmoſt ſcope, can ought remain 
That pride may ſigh for, or that worth may gain; 
Superior to thy king's and country's choice, 
Superior to the world's approving voice ? 


Rs 
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Veg—there's an honour, far above the reſt, 
Which unenjoy'd, the others turn to jeſt; 
Which, like a centre gem, ſupremely bright, 
Supplies ſurrounding points with all their light, 
Then, wouldſt thou find it ? vainly ceaſe to roam 
Ambition's wild, but ſeek it nearer home; 

(The bold affertion juſtifies thy pauſe) 
Knock at thy heart, and aſk for ſelf-applauſe! 
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SONG, 


Oul the bliſs from wine that flows! 
The ſweeter bliſs that love beftows ! 
Yet tis this that waſtes our wealth, 
'This that undermines our health. 
The fool may rue it yet be mine 
The charms that wait on love and wine. 


Midnight ſhout yields not the charms, 
Seek them not in D-——-y's arms; 
Too much wine may drown our joy, 
Venal love will ever cloy : 
Beyond where reaſon draws the line, 
Love is but pain, and madneſs wine. 


Like the partner of my glaſs, 
To ſhare my paſſion be the laſs ; - 
Him let ſocial friendſhip move, 
Her inſpire let mutual love; 
Then, on ſuch terms, be ever mine 
The charms that wait on love and wine. 
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10 
MR. GARRICK, 
WITH A COLLECTION OF 


THE 


AUTHOR'S PORMS. 


Warr nature leads thee thro' herSyuarxzrraArt's 
Pages 

And bids thy paſſions in his ſcenes engage; 

Ere HamLeT's pious frenzy leave thy face; 

Ere haunted RicHard ſtart from ſleep's embrace; 

Or reaſon like the breath of ſpring appear, 

To calm the tempeſt in the mind of Lear! 

Say, can thy breaſt ſuſpend its rage divine, 

Compos'd to welcome ſuch a verſe as mine ? 

Thy voice degrade its majeſty of tone, 

To the ſmall accents breath'd by love alone ? 

Yet where no pow'r like this prefides and awes, 

The road invites me to more ſafe applauſe; 


th. 
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Such as profuſely venal critics ſhed, 

Whilſt genius wants it, on the dunce's head, 

Who oft to Kenz1cx's ribbald labours vow 

Wreaths twin'd for GoLpsM1TH's, or for Mason; 
brow, | 

But let this boaſt be mine, I ſcorn to raiſe 

A doubtful name on ſuch ambiguous praiſe; 

For, prais d or cenſur d, let my muſe be try'd 

By ſuch as have a charter to decide; 

Around whoſe infant couch the muſes play d, 

And viſionary laurels ſtretch'd their ſhade ; 

Here let me then, without a crime, appeal, 

And wait the ſterling impreſs of thy ſeal. 


What tho! Mgt yowrwe thy flirine attend, 


Thy frequent votary, tho' THALIA bend; 
Yet let her zeal; for that is all, excuſe' 4 \ 


This poor oblation of my pilgrim muſe : 


Toi off rings worthier thee ſhe may aſpire, 
Her future firaitis ſublim'd with tragic fire; 
And grateful own, chat from thy various art, 
She borrowꝰd all her copies of the heart 
For ſcenes; whoſe woe may dau thy guſhing eye, 
And heave thy breaſt with no fititious ſigh. 

But dreadful yawns that interval of time 
Between the birth of genius and its prime; 
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The top of Pindus ere the poet gain, 

His courſe is mark d by many a gradual ſtrain: 
In callow flights, the eagle learns to riſe, | 
Ere the full pinion lift him to the ſkies; 

Not fledg d at once, een the Mz on1an wing, 
From rip'ning years, felt epic vigour ſpring. 
Yet in that phœnix lot, to. thee aſſigu d. 

A bold exception to the rule we ſind: | 
Thy earlieſt ſcene acquir'd thee ſuch a name, - 
As fav'd thee from the dull degrees of fame; 
Mature at once it burſt upon the fight, 

And GargICx grew a RosC1vs in a night. 
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ON 
SEEING THE MOURNING BRIDE 
ADVERTISED FOR 
MISS YOUNGE's (NOW MRS, POPE) BENEFIT; 


THE PART OF 


ALMERIA BY MRS. BARRY 5 ZARA BY MISS YOUNGER, 


Wurx two great generals unite their hoſt, 

A more than common cauſe for arms they boaſt 
In no unworthy feud the ſword they wield, 

But nations hang on the eventful field. 

So when the muſe diſplays her faireſt ſcenes, 

The crowded pomp of tragedy convenes ; 

And cites thoſe troops—the pride of all her band. 
Where Younce and Barky bear a joint command; 
No trifling cauſe matures the great intent, 

No ſingle boſom waits the great event. 
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To waſte ſuch breath, were an unpardon'd crime, 
To benefit ſome drudge of pantomime z 

Or pay the ſervices of pantaloon, 

Some ſqueaking catgut, or ſome pert buffoon : 

But here the ſtage's other hope inſpires, 

The gen'rous flame, and kindles equal fires ; 

And BARR Y, now, reſigning ſelf-applauſe, 
Is pleas'd to conquer in her rival's cauſe ; 
Secure that YOUNGE is able to transfer 
The palm ſhe now aſſiſts to gain for her. 
Judicious commerce! from each other's name 
To borrow, and incorporate their fame, 

Two gems, alike in water and in ſize, 
Together ſet, thus ſtrike at once the eyes; 
Reflecting each on each with mutual rays, 
They blend and ſhed an undiſtinguiſh'd blaze. 
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TR 
MISS YOUNGE, 
ON 
HER INTENTION TO PEAY THE PART 
oF 


SARA IN THE MOURNING BRIDE, 


1 
| 


Pectus inaniter angit 
Trritat mulcet alfa terroribus implet, 
Ut mages 


| nok. ; 


R e81871 285 ſyren, whoſe enchanting ſkill 
Cangnould the human boſom to thy will; 
Bid infant ſoftneſs to aſſume a frown, 
Or melt the hero's rugged nature down : 
Still from ſome former inſpiration warm, 
Not yet recover'd from ſome former charm; 
Ere yet the voice of thy complaint I hear, 

_ Ere yet I mark the ſuffocated tear; 
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In more than living tints, my fancy's ſight 
Gives me thy agie patiting bf the night ; 
When in thy genuine ZARA ſhall be ſeen 

The hopeleſs lover, "and the caprive queen. 
What tho? her paſſions are of fiercer kind 

Than hold domintow o'er Almeria's mind 
Her potent woes, ithpatient of relief, 

But from the hand of death ſhall Norm our grief; 
For what muſt royal minds inſulted feel, 

Whoſe ſlighteſt pangs are torturẽs of the wheel; 
Love in ſuch boſbitis' takes” another name, 
As if their emiflence ſublim'd the flame; 

And when they fink beneath the load of care, 
"Tis melancholy madneſs, „not deſpair; 


Behold a queen, refining all Her Rate, 
Proud of her chains, forgetting to be great; 
Fall'n from the height of royalty ſo low, 

As to the wretch, her pity ſav d, to bow: 
Happier his Tove"atid miſery to'divide, ; 
Than, robb'd of him, t6'grace a monatchs' ide. . 
Behold her ſtill perſiſt, tho” to her ſu it 
The deaf ehr ſtidts, and the chain'd tongue is mute: 
For love, the rage of waken d pride ſurvives, | 1 . 
And after honout's death exulting lives; * 


* 
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„„ 


—— — 


Say, with what more than anguiſh was ſhe torn, 
When the ſhaft rankled deadlier dipp'd in ſcorn, 
But here the colours of the bard are faint, 

The ravage of the mental ſtorm to paint; 

Such griefs the height of language cannot reach, 
Here filence muſt amend defeRtive ſpeech: 

The want from Nature's ſchool muſt You xc ſupply, 
With the heav'd boſom, and the madd'ning eye! 

To her 'tis giv'n each paſſion to diſplay, 

Its birth, its ripen'd ſtrength, and its decay ; 

Not by fix'd eyes and ſtarts alone expreſt, 

Or hackney'd palpitations of the breaſt, 

When, but by fits, th' impaſſion'd nature's ſeen, 

So oft the tell-tale actreſs ſteps between. 
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Still, ſtill, compel the genuine tear to ſtart, 
Still open all the ſluices of the heart; 
Nor let our ſorrows be aſham'd to flow, 
Drawn from their cells by ſuch commanding woe; 
With more than acting, with thy precepts ftrive 
To keep the ſpirit of the ſtage alive; 
That when by fate thy phœnix- form decays, 
Thy kind may ſpring from the departing blaze, 
The ſtage from thee inherit its ſupplies, 
And other Vo ux ORS from thy inſtructions rife, 
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Whether in thee undone Mon1M1a rave, 

Or loſt CaLisTA ſeek an early grave; 

Or B:LviDERa fo perſuaſive kneel, 

That JayFr18R's ſlack ning hand forſake the ſteel ; 

Or if thy lot require thee to bewail | 

Thy lord's raſh credence to the ſland'rous tale; 

That SHAKESPEARE's heav'nly ſhade might wiſh 
trangreſs d 

Th' unceaſing Sabbath, which detains the bleſt, 

To catch his accents, ſweeten'd from thy tongue, 

And ſee the IMoc tn he drew in Younct;: 

See thee compell'd thy tender ſex to hide, 

Throw not thy ſex—but ſex's dreſs aſide, 

While in each pauſe, each timid ſtep, appears 

Thy native ſoftneſs, and thy native fears. 

Whate'er the theme thy mimic pow'r purſues, 

In ev'rv walk of the dramatic muſe, 

Long may thy genius with ſucceſs excite 


The varying throb of anguiſh or delight. 


But where thou tread'ſt on life's extended ſtage, 
Far from thy paths be cruelty and rage; 
Let pride and mad ambition ne'er moleſt, 
Nor envy knot her ſcorpions in thy breaſt ; 
Reſtricted to thine office be their ſway, 
Rage through the poet's ſcene, and then decay ; 


—_ 
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And oh! may all thy feelings of diſtreſs 
Be born and periſh with thy borrow'd dreſs! 
And with thee nothing from the ſtage retire, 
But what the ſweet emotions may inſpire, 
Let love, let friendſhip, thy retreat employ, 
And wake thy breaſt to no fictitious joy: 
Or, as by contraſt, all our joys improve, 

As abſence warms the interview of love; 

Be thine that bitter drop alone to taſte, 
Which gives a higher zeſt to life's repaſt. 
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DOCTOR GOLDSMITH, 
ON THE 


PUBLICATION OF HIS DESERTED VILLAGE. 


—— Omne vovemus 


Hoc tibi, ne tanto careat mibi nomine charta, , 
TIBULLUS. + 


Loxc had the muſes ſeen their pow'rs expire, 
Their fane unhonour'd, and unnerv'd their lyre 
Or only ſtrung when, to ſecure the bays, 

The laureate tunes it to the ear of praiſe; 

When thou wert ſent to reinſtate the nine, | 
Reſtore their honours and new-drefſs their ſhrine ; 
Bid the mute chord grow vocal by thy hand, 

As guſh'd the rock beneath the prophet's wand, 
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Safe from this point ſhall mem'ry dare to range 
Oer the paſt ſcenes, exulting in the change; 
Recall the frequent cauſe that wak'd their fears, 
Each pang they felt, to juſtify their tears ; 

When with exotic wreaths their ſhrine was hung, 
And SHAKESPEARE filenc'd by an eunuch's tongue; 
When ſad they thought, extinguiſh'd ev'ry hope, 
That poetry had left the world with Por x. 


But fee a brighter æra now commence ! 
Their joys augmented by ſuch dread ſuſpenſe, 
Enough is wept for our degen'rate taſte, 
Our ftrains enervate, and our ſcenes diſgrac'd ; 
For Por enough, if at the ſad review, 
The tears will ever ceaſe to ſtream anew. 
See, from his ſweets another phcenix riſe, 
And, of his kind alone, ſalute the ſkies! 
Hark, what melodious numbers wake the ſtrings! 
He lives again ! or is it GoLpsMITH fings ? 
Who next explorer after him, has found 
The latent province of perſuaſive ſound. 
If to ought mortal he incline an ear, 
If ought from earth can dare to enter there, 
Where now preferr'd to charm th' angelic throng, 
To notes celeſtial he adapts the ſong ; *' 
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How will he haſten to divide our joy, 

And fteal a moment from his bleſt employ! 

And ſure ſuch ſtrains, without a crime, might ſtay 
The lit 'ning ſeraph on his heav'nly way. 

day, wert thou preſent at the bed of death, 

To catch th' harmonious poet's lateſt breath, 

That thus thy breaſt with all his virtue glows ; 
That thus thy line with all his muſic flows ? 


Bleſt bard, whoſe ſubje ſo excels thy lays 
That matchleſs numbers form the meaner praiſe! 
Let ſpurious rhymers, dubious of applauſe, 


Suborn the ear a party in their cauſe ; 
With ſong, as empty as a harlot's ſmile, 


Play round the ſenſe our reaſon to beguile : 


Not to the ear alone thy notes addreſt, 

Wait the free ſuffrage of the thinking breaſt; 

To mend the heart, in ev'ry line we find 

A tranſcript of thy own harmonious mind. 
Unlike the world, which lies in wait for blame, 
And ſeeks occaſion to obſcure a name, 

Thy kinder muſe, unwilling to expoſe, 

A friendly veil o'er human frailty throws; 

Nor to congenial failings more a friend, 

Than foremoſt ey'ry virtue to commend, 
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Pleas'd where ſhe can, our nature to adorn, 
To raiſe our wonder, not to point our ſcorn, 


No longer foul with each opprobrious ſtain, 
The mark of fools, and jeſt of the profane, 
With parts our imitation to engage, 

The village preacher dignifies thy page: 
Already half divine, he wears an air - 

Like heav'n ſerene, and like his miſſion fair; 
And ere the glaſs, which meaſures life, be run, 
The occupation of the fſaint's begun. 


Pitch'd to the gentleſt key, what ſtrings impart 
The touch of pity to thy feeling heart! 
Whether thy muſe, in miſery's defence, 

Shall plead the cauſe of injur'd innocence ; 
So ſweetly her impreſſive ſorrows flow, 

'That cruelty might ſoften at the woe : 

Or to the ſhore the fugitives attend, 

And pay the laſt fad office of a friend; 

What complicated pangs ! what freſh delay, 
What fond reluctance lengthens out the way 
Whilſt all that ever charm'd, and ſtill is dear, 
At once awake to agonize the tear, 

The parting ſcene what heart will not . 
What eye not weep, that never wept before 


POEMS 159 


Still as I read I ſeem to catch thy flame, 

Quick as th electrie, ſhooting through my frame; 
At ev'ry line I feel thy mingled pain, 

And indignation boils in ev'ry vein ; 

Sincerely felt, forbid me not to join 

My ſighs and ſympathetic tears with thine z 

Of choiceſt curſes let me cull the ſtore, 

To blight, O Luxury! thy waſting pow'r! 

Whoſe throne, deſtructive of the wiſe and good, 

By pride ſupported, founds itſelf in blood; 

Whilſt ſcar'd at the uſurper's ſtern command, 

I ſee the gentler tribe forſake the land; | 

Far from their native ſeats unkindly driv'n, 2 
Without a friend, ** fave innocence and Heav'n.“ 
Peace be your guide, fair train ! the muſe will grieve 
For your ſad fortunes, hopeleſs to retrieve ! 


Felt through thy page where'er we turn our view, 
We mark the rural deſolation true, 
But poetry ſhall ſtill unhurt remain, 
Till thou be number'd of the exile train ; 
And as the ſpreading ruin more alarms, 
Round her laſt hope ſhall cloſer throw her arms : 
In thee of all her richeſt care poſſeſt, 
Grow with redoubled fondneſs to thy breaſt ; * 
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In life through ev'ry ſtate ſo long ally d, 
Such friends ſincere death only ſhall divide. 
Thus, when the fierce contagion mocks relief, 
Some tender mother overwhelm'd with grief, 
Turns her affrighted mem'ry from the bed 
Where half her little family lies dead ; 

And, as the circle of affection fails. 

And fiercer till the work of death prevails, 
Her ſole ſurviving babe has all her fear, 

And all her hopes collected centre there: | 
Still at each fainter groan ſhe clings more faſt, 
Nor quits her darling till ſhe breathes her laſt! 


\ 
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SONG. 


: 


Lzr the bowl be ſtrong and deep, 
For I mean my cares to ſteep; 
Steep'd in wine, the ſons of earth 
All receive a ſecond birth: 
Ev'n our cares regen'rate grow, 
And a race of joys beſtow. 
Happy, happy ſoil 
Where the culture needs no toil ; 
Where, from grief's invidious blight, 
Springs a harveſt of delight! 
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10 
A GD , 
WITH 


A PRESENT OF WINE, 


No partial ſuns in bright indulgence glow'd. 
With fuller day the vintage to improve, 

And fill with richer blood the veins, whence flow'd 
The poor—but honeſt off ring of my love. 


Tis well though fortune ſtint my ample heart, 
Deny, for thee, to ſearch the richeſt clime, 
Withhold the pow'r theſe virtues to impart 
Which the wine owes to meliorating time. 


Yet ev'ry look, and every ſmile of thine 
Shall, like enchantment, o'er the glaſs prevail, 

Supply the ſteril nature of the vine, 

And give a flavour when the grape's ſhall fail, 
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Oer the dull fluid let thy ſparkling eye 

Shed the reſiſtleſs influence of its rays, 
And every beam reflected will ſupply 
The diamond's Juſtre, and the ruby's blaze. 


vd 
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10 


MR. BEECHEY, 


ON 
SEEING A FAMILY GROUP PAINTED BY HIM, 
1 | 


THE EXHIBITION, 


T a canvas, glowing with the happieſt art, 
So ſpeaks the feelings of the parent's heart, 

That nature muſt ſubſcribe the warm deſign, 
And own a kindred trait in every line. 
Whether the mother in the lovely ſcene, 

Like Cynthia mild amidf the blue ſerene, 
Hangs o'er her ſleeping charge in ſoft ſuſpenſe, 
A tranquil joy becalming every ſenſe ; 

Or o'er the gen'ral bliſs the father's eyes, 
Which long had wander'd, fix in mute ſurpriſe ; ; 
Whilſt ev'ry object is diſpos'd to prove 

Thy juſt idea of connubial love. 
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No fancy'd effort of the maſter's hand, 

Could ev'ry eye and paſſion thus command; 

No !—from ſome fair original muſt flow 

The beauteous life that bids thy copy glow : 

Too bright the ſubject in the draught to fade, 
Too rich to need imagination's aid ! 

Known to the happy pair, if latent ſtill 

There ſhould be tranſports which eſcape thy ſkill, 
Above the pow'r of words or colours bleſt, 

They feel alone what thou haſt not expreſs'd. 
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10 


ALADY, 


SOLICITED TO SING IN A STILL SUMMER 
EVENING. 


No muſic from the ſpray ſalutes the ear, 
Lephyr ſcarce breathes, as ſoftly he withdraws: 
Can nature, liſt'ning ſo becalm'd to hear, 
Not move Celinda to relieve the pauſe? 


Nor you, ye birds, regret when ſhe is by 

To ceaſe a while your little ſongs of love; 
A ſeraph's melody may well ſupply 

E'en the ſuſpended concert of the grove. 


Aſham'd and conſcious, o the copſe they flee, 
To the ſame key lament their ſkill confin'd ; 
While Heav'n, with prodigality, in thee 
Of the full choir the various powers combin d. 
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SEEING 


| THE 
TRAGEDY OF MATILDA, 


WRITTEN 
BY DR. FRANKLIN, 
1774 


Loxc had the Tragic Queen deplor'd her fate, 
Her ſtrains enervate, and her ſinking ſtate, 

With ſcarce a pow'r to melt the ſofteſt eye, 

Or heave the tend'reft boſom with a ſigh; 

Till Garrick his ſuperior force diſplay d, 
Recalling SHaxE£8PBARE'S ſpirit to his aid: 
And in one glorious ation added more 

To her ſhrunk empire than ſhe loſt before. 

But ſince the vet'ran his command withdraws, 
And to inferior chiefs intruſts her cauſe, 
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Much as his counſel every plan inſpires, 
Much as his fame, and his example fires, 
Her ſway relaxes, and with all her boaſt 

Of leſſer heroes, mourns in him a hoſt, 

Yet FRANKLIN now ſucceſsfully appears, 
A timely champion, to relieve her fears ; 
Compels each tributary foe to yield, 

Whilſt each auxiliar paſſion takes the field. 
In vain to nature would we ſteel the heart, 
The ſigh muſt heave, the tear unbidden tart ; 
To blot the triumph faction ſtrives in vain, 
For his MaT1LDa has ſecur'd her reign, 
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END OF THE FIRST VOLUME, 


